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M  DCC  XXXV. 


Dramatis  Perfonas. 


A Lord,  before  -whom  the  Play  is  fuppos^d  to  be  play'd. 
Chriftopher  Sly,  a  drunken  Tinker. 

Hoftefs. 

Page9  Players,  Huntfmen,  and  other  Servants  attending  on 
the  Lord. 

The  Perfons  of  the  Play  kfelf,  are 

Baptifta,  Father  to  Katharlna  and  Biancha,  very  rich. 
Vincentio,  an  old  Gentleman  c/Pifa. 
Lucentio,  Son  to  Vincentio,  in  Love  with  Biancha. 
Petruchio,  a  Gentleman  of  Verona,  a  Suitor  to  Ka- 

tharina.  $ 
gremlo^   \Pntenders  t0  Biancha.    99  9  ^ 
Hortenilo,  J  1  I      &  OL 

£  rani°A     I  ^vants  to  Lucentio.J  '  8  '  /  J* 
Biondello,  5  f .  ^ 

Grumio,  Servant  to  Petruchio.  \fW1?*p  *  %  L** 
Pedant,  an  old  Fellow  fet  up  to  perfonate  Vincentio. 

Katharina,  the  Shrew. 
Biancha,  her  Sifter. 
IVidow. 

Taylor,  Hahrdajhers,  with  Servants  attending  on  BaptifU 
and  Petruchio. 

SCENE  in  the  latter  End  of  the  third, 
and  beginning  of  the  fourth  M,  in  Petru- 
chio'j  Houfe  in  the  Country;  for  the  rejt  of 
the  Play  in  Padua. 
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Taming  of  the  Shrew. 


ACT    I     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Hoftefs  ani  Sly, 

S  L  T. 

L  L  pheeze  you,  in  faith, 
j^^^^     Hoft.  A  pair  of  ftocks,  you  rogue; 
y    lii^Q     Sty*  Y'are  a  baggage  ;  the  Slhs  are 
A^J^iM  n0  Rogues.  Look  in  the  Chronicles,  we 
^^4£&tyM  came   in  w^rn  Mcbxrd  the  Conqueror  ; 

therefore  P**r*j  PaBabris  let  the  world 
Hide  :  Sena. 

Hoft.  You  will  not  pay  for  the  glalTes  you  have 
burft  ? 

Sly.  No,  not  a  deniere  :  go,  by  Sr.  Jcronhny,  go  to 
thy  cold  bed,  and  warm  thee. 

Hoft.  I  know  my  remedy  ;  I  mufl:  go  fetch  the 
headborough.  [Exit. 

Sly.  Third,  or  fourth,  or  fifth  borough.  Pjl  an- 
fwer  him  by  law  ;  I'll  not  budge  an  inch,  boy  ;  let 
him  come,  and  kindly.  [Fails  ajieep. 

V/lnd  horns.    Enter  a  Urd  from  hinting  with  a  train. 

Lord.  Huntfman,  I  charge  thee  tender  well  my 
hounds, 

Brach  Merriman,  the  poor  cur  is  imboft, 

And  couple  Clowder  with  the  deep-moLth'd  brach. 

A  2  Sawit 
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Saw*  ft  thou  not,  boy,  how  filver  made  it  good 
At  the  hedge-corner  in  the  coldeft  fault  ?  . 
I  would  not  lofe  the  dog  for  twenty  pound. 

Hun.  Why,  Belman  Is  as  good  as  he,  my  lor  1  ; 
He  cried  upon  it  at  the  meereft  lofs, 
And  twice  to  day  pick'd  oat  the  duliefl:  fcent  ; 
Truft  me,  I  take  him  for  the  better  d  g. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  fool,  if  Eccho  were  as  fleet, 
I  wTould  efteem  him  worth  a  dozen  iuch. 
But  fup  them  well,  and  look  unto  them  all, 
To-morrow  I  intend  to  hunt  again. 

Hun.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Lord.  What's  here?  one  dead,  or  drunk?  See, 
dem  he  breathe  ? 

2  Hun.  He  breathes,  my  lord.  Were  he  not  warm'd 
with  ale, 

This  were  a  bed  but  cold  to  fleep  fo  foundly. 

Lord.  O  monftrous  beaft  !  how  like  a  fwine  he  lies  ! 
Grim  death,  how  foul  and  loathfome  is  thine  image  ! 
Sirs,  I  will  praftife  on  this  drunken  man. 
What  think  you  if  he  were  convey'd  to  bed, 
Wrapt  in  fweet  cloaths  ?  rings  put  upon  his  fingers ; 
A  moft  delicious  banquet  by  his  bed, 
And  brave  attendants  near  him  when  he  wakes, 
Would  not  the  beggar  than  forget  himfelf  ? 

j  Hun.  Believe  me,  fir,  I  think  he  cannot  chufe. 

2  Hun.  It  would  feem  ftran^e  unto  him  when  he 
wak'd. 

Lord.  Even  as  a  flattering  dream,  or  worthlefs  fan- 
Then  take  him  up,  and  manage  well  the  jell :  (cy 
Carry  him  gently  to  my  feireft  chamber, 
And  hang  it  round  with  all  my  wanton  pi&ures  ; 
Balm  his  foul  head  with  warm  difVilled  waters, 
And  burn  fweet  wood  to  make  the  lodging  fweet. 
Procure  me  mufick  ready  when  he  wakes, 
,  To  make  a  dulcet  and  a  heav'nly  found  ; 
And  if  he  chance  to  fpeak,  be  ready  ftraight, 
And  with  a  low  fubmilTive  reverence, 
Say,  what  is  it  your  honour  will  command  : 
Let  one. attend  him  with  a  filver  bafon 
Full  of  rofe- water  .and  belhxw'4  with  flowers. 

Another 
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Another  bear  the  ewer  ;  a  third  a  diaper, 

And  lay,  wilt  pleafe  your  lordihip  cool  your  hands? 

Some  one  be  ready  with  a  coffcly  fuit, 

And  ask  him  what  apparel  he  will  wear  ; 

Another  tell  him  of  his  hounds  and  horfe, 

And  that  his  lady  mourns  at  his  dlfeafe  * 

Perfuade  him  that  he  hath  been  lunatick, 

And  when  he  fays  he's  poor,  fay  that  he  dreams, 

For  he  is  nothing  but  a  mighty  lord  : 

This  do,  and  do  it  kindly,  gentle  firs  : 

It  will  be  paftime  palling  excellent, 

If  it  be  husbanded  writh  modefty. 

1  Hun.  My  lord,  I  warrant  you  we'll  play  oiir 
As  he  mall  think  by  our  true  diligence,  (part. 
He  is  no  lefs  than  what  we  fay  he  is. 

Lord,  Take  up  gently,  and  to  bed  with  him; 
And  each  one  to  his  office  when  he  wakes. 

[Sowd  truwpc:.  , 
Sirrah,  go  fee  what  trumpet  'tis  that  founds. 
Belike  fome  noble  gentleman  that  means, 
Travelling  fome  journey,  to  repofe  him  here. 

Enter  fervant. 
How  now  ?  who  is  it  ? 

Ser.  An't  pleafe  your  honour,  players 
That  offer  fervice  to  your  lordibip. 

Lord.  Bid  them  come  near  : 
Enter  Players. 
Now  fellows  you  are  welcome. 

Play.  We  thank  yotir  honour. 

Lord.  Do  you  intend  to  Hay  with  me  to  night  ? 

2  Play.  So  pleafe  your  lordihip  to  accept  our  duty. 
Lord.  With  all  my  heart.   This  fellow  I  renvem- 

Since  once  he  pJay'd  a  farmer's  el  deft  fon  ;      (bt  r, 
4Twas  where  you  woo'd  the  gentlewoman  fo  well: 
/  hare  forgot  your  name  ;  but  fure  that  part 
Was  aptly  fitted,  and  naturally  perform'd. 

Sim.  I  think  'twas  Soto  that  your  honour  means. 

Lord.  'Tis  very  true,  thou  didft  it  excellent  ; 
Well,  you  are  come  to  me  in  happy  time, 
The  rather  for  I  have  fome  fpovt  in  hand, 
Wherein  your  cunning  can  aflfift  me  much. 

A  3  There 
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There  is  a  lord  will  hear  you  play  to  Night; 
But  I  am  doubtful  of  your  modeftles, 
Left  over   eying  of  his  cdd  behaviour, 
(For  yet  his  honour  never  heard  a  play) 
You  break  into  fome  merry  pafllon, 
And  fo  offend  him;  For  I  tell  you,  firs, 
If  you  ftiould  fmile,  he  grows  impatient. 

Play.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  we  can  contain  ourfelves, 
Were  he  the  verieft  antick  in  the  world. 

Lord.  Go,  firrah,  take  them  to  the  buttery, 
Let  them  want  nothing  that  the  houfe  affords. 

[Exit  one  loith  the  P.'ayerr. 
Sirrah,  go  you  to  Bartholomew  my  page, 
And  lee  him  dreft  in  all  fuits  like  a  lady: 
That  done,  conduft  him  to  the  drunkard's  chamber, 
And  call  him  madam,  do  him  obeifance. 
Tell  him  from  me,  as  he  will  win  my  love, 
He  bear  himfelf  with  honourable  aftion, 
Such  as  he  hath  obferv'd  in  noble  ladies 
Unto  their  Lprds,  by  them  accompliihed  ; 
Such  duty  to  the  drunkard  let  him  do, 
With  fofc  low  tongue,  and  lowly  courtefy  ; 
And  fay  ;  what  is't  your  honour  will  command, 
Wherein  your  lady,  and  your  humble  wife, 
May  Ihew  her  duty,  and  make  known  her  love  ? 
And  then  with  kind  embracements,  tempting  khTes, 
And  with  declining  head  into  his  bofom, 
Bid  him  flied  tears,  as  being  over  joy' d 
To  iee  her  noble  lord  reftor'd  to  health, 
Who  for  thefe  feven  Years  hath  efteem'd  himfelf 
No  better  than  a  poor  and  loathfome  beggar  ; 
And  if  the  boy  have  not  a  woman's  gifc 
To  rain  a  fhower  of  commanded  tears, 
An  onion  will  do  well  for  fuch  a  fhift, 
Which  in  a  napkin  being  clofe  conveyM, 
Shall  in  defpight  enforce,  a  watry  eye. 
See  this  difpatch'd  with  all  the  hafte  thou  canft, 
Anon  I'll  give  thee  more  inftruftions.     [Exit  Serv. 
I  know  the  boy  will  ufurp  the  grace, 
Voice,  gait,  and  aftion  of  a-g^ntlewoman. 
I  long  to  hear  him  call  the  drunkard,  husband, 

And 
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And  how  my  men  will  ftay  themfelves  from  laugh- 
When  they  do  homage  to  this  fingle  peafant ;  (ter, 
FU  in  to  counfel  them  :  haply  my  prefence 
May  well  abate  the  over-merry  fpleen, 
Which  otherwife  would  grow  into  extreams. 
Enter  Sly  with  attendants,  fome  with  apparel,  tiffin  and 
ewer,  and  other  appurtenances. 
Sly.  For  God's  fake  a  Pot  of  fmall  ale. 

1  Serv.  WilFrpleafe  your  lordfliip  drink  a  cup 
of  ^ack? 

2  Serv.  Wiirt  pleafe  your  honour  tafte  of  thefe 
conferves? 

3  Serv.  What  raiment  will  your  honour  wear  to 
day  ? 

Sly.  I  am  Chriftiphero  Sly,  call  not  me  honour,  nor 
lordihip  :  I  ne'er  drank  fack  in  my  life  ?  and  if  you 
give  me  any  conferves,  give  me  conferves  of  beef : 
ne'er  ask  me  what  raiment  I'll  wear,  for  I  have  no 
more  doublets  than  backs,  no  more  {lockings  than 
legs,  nor  no  more  Ihoes  than  feet ;  nay,  icmetimes 
more  feet  than  Ihoes,  or  fuch  Ihoes-as  my  tees  look 
through  the  over-leather. 

Lord.  Heav'n  ceafe  this  idle  humour  in  your  ho- 
Oh  that  a  mighty  man  of  fuch  ckfcenr,  (rwur, 
Of  fuch  pofTerfions,  and  fo  high  elleem, 
Should  be  infufed  with  fo  foul  a  fpirit. 

Sly.  What,  would  you  make  me  mad  ?  am  not  I 
Chriftophero  Sly,  old  S//s  fon  of  Burtcn-Heath,  by  birth 
a  pedlar,  by  education  a  card-maker,  by  tranfmu- 
tation  a  bear-herd,  and  now  by  prelent  profeflion  a 
tinker  ?  ask  Martian  Racket,  the  far  ale-wife  of  Wincot, 
if  fhe  know  me  not ;  if  fhe  fay  I  am  not  fourteen- 
pence  on  the  fcore  for  flieer  ale,  fcore  me  up  for  the 
lying'ft  knave -in  chriflendom.  What  I  am  not  be- 
ftraught:  here's  

1  Man.  Oh  !  this  it  is  that  makes  your  lady  mourn. 

2  Man.  Oh  this  it  is  that  makes  your  fervants  droop. 
Lord,  Hence  comes  it  that  your  kindred  lhun  your 

As  beaten  hence  by  your  ftrange  lunacy.  (houfe, 
Oh,  noble  lord,  bethink  thee  of  thy  birth, 
Call  home  thy  ancient  thoughts  from  baniihment, 

A  4  And 
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And  banlfli  hence  thefe  abje£t  lowly  dreams  r 
Look  how  thy  fervants  do  attend  on  thee,  • 
Each  In  his  office  ready  at  thy  beck. 
Wilt  thou  have  mufick  ?  hark,  Jpollo  plays,  [Miifick. 
And  twenty  ca^ed  nightingales  do  ling* 
Or  wilt  thou  fleep  ?  we'll  have  thee  to  a  couch, 
Softer  and  fweeter  than  the  luftful  bed 
On  purpofe  trlmm'd  up  for  Semiramis.  * 
Say  thou  wilt  walk,  we  will  beftrow  the  ground: 
Or  wilt  thou  ride  ?  thy  horfes  fhall  be  trapp  d, 
Their  harnefs  ftudded  all  with  gold  and  pearl. 
Doft  thou  love  hawking  ?  thou  haft  hawks  will  foar 
Above  the  morning  lark.    Or  wilt  thou  hunt, 
Thy  hounds  (hall  make  the  Welkin  anfwer  them, 
■  And  fetch  flirill  ecchoes  from  the  hollow  the  earth. 

1  hhn.  Say  thou  wilt  courfe,  th  y  greyhounds  are  as 
As  breathed  flags  ;  ay,  fleeter  than  the  roe.  (fwift 

2  Man.  Doll:  thou  love  pictures?  we  will  fetch 
Adonis,  painted  by  a  running  brook,  (thee  ftraight 
And  Gitberea  all  in  fedges  hid, 

Which  feem  to  move,  and  wanton  with  her  breath, 
Even  as  the  waving  fedges  play  with  wind. 

IsrL  We'll  ftiew  thee       as  fhe  was  a  maid, 
And  how  !he  was  beguiled  and  furpris'd, 
As  lively  painted  as  the  deed  was  done. 

3  Man.  Or  Dap'me  roaming  thro'  a  thorny  wo^d, 
Scratching  her  legs,that  one  {hall  fwear  ihe  bleeds; 
And  at  the  fight  {hall  fad  A$oUo  weep  : 

So  workmanly  the  blood  and  tears  are  drawn. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  lord,  and  nothing  but  a  lord  : 
Thou  had:  a  lady  far  more  beautiful, 
Than  any  woman  in  this  waining  age. 

i  M.n.  And  'till  the  tears  that  fhe  hath  flied  for 
Like  envious  floods,  o'er-run  her  lonely  face,  (thee, 
She  was  the  fairefl  creature  in  the  world, 
And  yet  fhe  Is  inferior  to  none. 

Sly.  Am  I  a  lord,  and  have  I  fuch  a  lady  ? 
Or  do  I  dream  ?  or  have  I  dreanVd  'till  now  ? 
I  do  not  fleep  ;  I  fee,  I  hear,  I  fpeak; 
I  fmell  fweet  favours,  and  I  feel  foft  things  : 
Upon  my  life  I  am  a  lord  indeed, 

And  . 
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And  not  a  tinker,  nor  Chrifiophero  Sly. 
Well,  bring  our  lady  hither  to  our  fight, 
And  once  again  a  pot  o'th*  fmalleft  ale, 

2  Man.  Wiirt  pleafe  your  mightineis  to  wafh  your 
Oh  how  we  joy  to  fee  your  wits  reftor'd,     (hands ; 
Oh  that  once  more  you  knew  but  what  you  are  ? 
Thefe  fifteen  years  you  have  been  in  a  dream, 
Or  when  you  wak'd,  you  wak'd  as  if  you  flepr. 

Sly.  Thefe  fifteen  years  !  by  my  fay,  a  goodly 
But  did  I  never  fpeak  of  all  that  time  ?  -  (naP, 

i  Ma-n.  Oh  yes,  my  lord,  but  very  idle  words. 
For  tho'  you  lay  here  in  this  goodly  chamber, 
Yet  would  you  fay,  ye  were  beaten  out  of  door, 
And  rail'd  upon  the  hoftefs  of  the  houfe, 
And  fay  you  would  prefent  her  at  the  leet, 
Becaufe  flie  bought  ftone  jugs,  and  no  feaTd  quarts: 
Sometime  you  would  call  out  for  Cicely  Haekct. 

Sly.  Ay,  the  woman's  maid  of  the  houfe, 

3  Man,  Why,  fir,  you  know  no  houfe,  nor  no  fuch 
Nor  no  fuch  men  as  you  have  reckon' d  up,  (maid, 
As  Stephen  Slyt  and  old  John  Naps  of  Greece , 

And  Pettr  Turph,  and  Henry  Pimpernel  I, 

And  twenty  more  fuch  names  and  men  as  thefe, 

Which  never  were,  ncr  no  man  ever  faw. 

Sly.  Now  lord  be  thanked  for  my  good  amends. 

All.  Awn. 

Enter  lady  with  attendants. 
Sly.  I  thank  thee,  thou  limit  not  lofe  by  it. 
Lady.  How  fares  my  noble  lord  ? 
Sly.  Marry,  I  fare  well,  for  here  is  cheer  enough. 
Where  is  my  wife  ? 

Lady.  Here,  noble  lord,  what  is  thy  will  with  her  ? 
Sly.  Are  you  my  wife,  and  will  not  call  me  huf- 
band  ? 

«mMy  mejMh»a»ldtfal]  me  lord,  I  am  your  go„od  man. 
Lady.  My  husband  and  my  lord,  my  lord  and  huf- 
I  am  your  wife  in  all  obedience.  (band, 
Sly.  1  know  it  well,  what  mull:  I  call  hcv? 
Lord.  Madam. 

Sly.  Alee  madam;  or  Joan  madam  ! 
Lorth  Madam,  and  nothing  clfe,  fo  lords  call  fa- 
4t}«  A  j  Sty, 
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Sty.  Madam  wife,  they  fay  that  I  have  dreanvd 
And  flept  above  fome  fifteen  years  and  more. 

Lj.iy.  A)\  and  the  time  feems  thirty  unto  me, 
Being  all  this  time  abandon'd  from  your  bed. 

Sly.  'Tis  much.  Servants  leave  me,  and  her  alone  : 
Madam,  undrefs  you,  and  come  now  to  bed. 

Lady.  Thrice,  noble  lord,  let  me  entreat  of  you, 
To  pardon  me  vet  for  a  night  or  two : 
Or  if  not  fo,  until  the  fun  be  fet ; 
tor  your  phyficians  have  exprefly  charg'd, 
In  peril  to  incur  your  former  malady, 
That  I  ihould  yet  abfent  me  from  your  bed  ; 
I  hope  this  reafon  ftands  for  my  excufe. 

Sly.  Ay,  it  (lands  fo,that  I  may  hardly  tarry  fo  long ; 
But  I  would  be  loath  to  fall  into  my  dream  again  : 
I  will  therefore  tarry  in  delpight  of  the  flefh  and 
the  blood. 

Enter  a  meffenger. 

Meff.  Your  honour's  players,  hearing  your  amend- 
Are  come  to  play  a  pleafant  comedy ;  (ment, 
For  fo  your  do&ors  hold  it  very  meet, 
Seeing  fo  much  fadnefs  hath  congeal'd  your  blood, 
And  melanchoily  is  the  nurfe  of  phrenzy, 
Therefore  they  thought  it  good  you  hear  a  play, 
And  frame  your  mind  to  mirth  and  merriment, 
Which  bars  a  thoufand  harms,  and  lengthens  life. 

Sly.  Marry,  I  will,  let  them  play,  is  it  not  a  co- 
monty,  a  Ckriftmas  gambol,  or  a  tumbling  trick? 

Lady.  No,  my  good  lord,  it  is  more  pleafing  fluff. 

Sly.  What,  houfhold-ftuff? 

Lady.  It  is  a  kind  of  hiftory. 

Sly.  Well,  we'll  fee't : 
Come,  madam  wife,  fit  by  my  fide, 
And  let  the  world  flip,nwg_fliall  ne'er,  be  younger 
'  Fhurljb:  '  Etiter  Lucentio  and  Tranio. 

Luc.  Tranio,  fince  for  the  great  defire  I  had 
To  fee  fair  Padua,  nurfery  of  arts, 
I  am  arrived  for  fruitful  Lombardy, 
The  pleafant  garden  of  great  Italy. 
And  by  my  father's  love  and  leave  am  arm'd 
With  his  good  will,  and  thy  good  company. 

Moft 
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Moft  trufty  fervant  well  approv'd  in  all, 

Here  let  us  breath,  and  haply  inftitute 

A  courfe  of  learning,  and  ingenious  ftudies. 

Pifa9  renowned  for  grave  citizens, 

Gave  me  my  being,  and  my  father  firft 

A  merchant  of  great  traffick  thro'  the  world  : 

Vincentii%  come  of  the  Bevtivolii, 

Vincent  lis  fon,  brought  up  in  Florence, 

It  lhall  become  to  ferve  all  hopes  conceived 

To  deck  his  fortune  with  his  virtuous  deeds  : 

And  therefore,  Trcnio,  for  the  time  I  ftudy, 

Virtue  and  that  part  of  philofophy 

Will  I  apply  to,  that  treats  of  happinefs, 

By  virtue  fpecially  to  be  atchiev'd. 

Tell  me  thy  mind,  for  I  have  Pi  fa  left, 

And  am  to  Padua  come,  as  he  that  leaves 

A  lhallow  plafh  to  plung  him  in  the  deep, 

And  with  fatiety  feeks  to  quench  his  thirft. 

Tra.  Me  Pardonato,  gentle  mafter  mine, 
I  am  in  all  affe&ed  as  yourfelf ; 
Glad,  that  you  thus  continue  your  refolve, 
To  fuck  the  fweets  of  fweet  philofophy  : 
Only,  good  mafter,  while  we  do  admire 
This  virtue,  and  this  moral  difcipline, 
Let's  be  no  ftoicks,  nor  no  ftocks,  I  pray  ; 
Or  fo  devote  to  AriftotWs  checks, 
As  Ovid  be  an  outcaft  quite  abjur'd. 
Talk  logick  with  acquaintance  that  you  have, 
And  pra&ice  rhetorick  in  your  common  talk  ; 
Mufick  and  poefy  uie  to  quicken  you, 
The  mathematicks,  and  the  metaphyficks, 
Fall  to  them  as  you  ~find  your  ftomach  ferv 
you  : 

No  profit  grows,  where  is  no  pleafure  ta'en : 
In  brief,  fir,  ftudy  what  you  moft  affeft. 

Lac.  Grunercies,  Tranio,  well  doft  thou  advife 
If,  Biondetto,  thou  wert  come  afhore, 
We  could  at  once  put  us  in  readinefs, 
And  take  a  lodging  fit  to  entertain  * 
'Sdch-friends,  as  time  in  Padua  fhall  beget: 
But  ftay  a  while,  what  company  is  this  ? 
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Tra.  Mailer,  fomefhewto  welcome  us  to  town. 

Enter  Baptitta  with  Katharina  and  Bianca,  Gremlo 
and  Hortenfio,  Lucentio  and  Tranio  jlandby. 

Ba$.  Gentlemen,  importune  me  not  farther, 
For  how  I  firmly  am  refolv'd  you  known  : 
That  is,  not  to  beftow  my  youngeft  daughter, 
Before  I  have  a  husband  for  the  elder  : 
If  either  of  you  both  love  Katharina, 
Becaufe  I  know  you  well,  and  love  you  well, 
Leave  mall  you  have  to  court  her  at  your  pleafure. 

Gre.  To  cart  her  rather.  She's  too  rough  for  me, 
There,  there,  Hortenfio,  will  you  any  wife  ? 

Kath.  I  pray  you,  fir,  is  it  your  will 
To  make  a  Hale  of  me  amongft  thcfe  mates  ? 

Hor.  Mates,  maid,  how  mean  you  that  ? 
No  mates,  for  you  ; 

Unlefs  you  were  of  gentler  milder  mould. 

Kath.  F  faith,  fir,  you  ihall  never  need  to  fear,  \ 
I  wis  it  is  not  half  way  to  her  heart  : 
But  if  it  were,  doubt  not,  her  care  mail  be 
To  comb  your  noddle  with  a  three-leggd  ttool, 
And  paint  your  face,  and  ufe  you  like  a  fool. 

Hor.  From  all  fuch  devils,  good  lord  deliver  us, 

Gre.  And  me  too,  good  lord. 

Tra.  Hulh,  matter,  here's   fome   good  pattime 
toward, 

That  w^nch  is  ttark  mad,  or  wonderful  froward. 

Luc.  Rut  in  the  other's  filence  I  do  lee, 
Maid's  mild  behaviour  and  fobriety. 
Peace,  Tranio 

Tra.  Well  laid,  matter,  mum.  and  gaze  your  fill. 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  that  I  may  foon  make  good 
What  I  have  fa  id,  Bianca  get  you  in 
And  let  it  not  difpleafe  thee,  good  Bianca, 
For  I  will  love  thee  ne'er  the  lefs  my  girl. 

Kath.  A  pretty  Peat,it  is  beftput  finger  in  the  eye. 
And  Die  knew  why. 

Bian.  Sifter,  content  you  in  my  difcontent. 
Sir,  to  your  pleafure  humbly  I  -fubfcribe  : 
My  books  and  inftruments  fball  be  my  company, 
On  them  to  look,  and  praftife  by  my  ielf 

Luc. 
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Luc.  Heark,  Tranio.  thou  maift  hear  Minerva  fpeak. 

Hot.  Signior  Baptijta,  will  you  be  fo  ftrange  ? 
Sorry  am  I  that  our  good  will  effe&s 
Biancas  grief, 

Gre.  Why  will  you  mew  her  up, 
Signior  Baptijl*,  for  this  fiend  of  hell, 
And  make  her  bear  the  penance  of  her  tongue  ? 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  concent  ye,  I  am  refolv'd  : 
Go  in,  Bianca. 

And  for  I  know  fhe  taketh  moft  delight 

In  muftck,  inftruments,  and  poetry, 

School-mafters  will  I  keep  within  my  houfe, 

Fit  toinltruft  her  youth.    If  you,  Hortcnjio, 

Or  fignior  Grcmio,  you  know  any  fuch, 

Prefer  them  hither,  for  to  cunning  men 

I  will  be  very  kind  and  liberal, 

To  mine  own  children:  in  good  bringing  up, 

And  fo  farewel.    Katharina,  you  may  ftay, 

For  I  have  more  to  commune  with  Bianca,  [Ex. 

Kath.  Why,  I  truft  I  may  go  too,  may  I  not  ? 
What  lhall  I  be  appointed  hours,  as  tho', 
Belike,  I  knew  what  to  take, 

And  what  to  leave  ?  ha  !  [Exit. 

Gre.  You  may  go  to  the  devil's  dam  :  your  gifts 
are  lb  good,  here  is  none  will  hold  you.  Our  love 
is  not  fo  great,  Hortenjio,  but  we  may  blow  our  nails 
together  and  faft  it  fairly  out.  Our  cake's  dough  oa 
borh  fides.  Farewel  ;  for  the  love  I  bear  my  fweet  • 
Biancay  if  I  can  by  any  means  light  on  a  fit  man  to 
teach  ber  that  wherein  fhe  delights,  I  will  wilh  him 
to  her  father. 

Hor.  So  will  I,  fignior  Gremio  :  but  a  word, I  pray; 
tho'  the  nature  of  our  quarrel  yet  never  brook'd 
parle,  know  now  upon  advice,  it  toucheth  us  both 
that  we  may  yet  again  have  accefs  to  our  fair  miftrefs! 
and  be  happy  rivals  in  Bianca's  love,  to  labour  and 
effeft  one  thing  Specially. 

Gre.  What's  that,  I  pray  ? 

Hor.  Marry  fir,  to  get  a  husband  for  her  filler. 

Gre.  A  husband  !  a  devil. 

Hor.  I  fay  a  husband. 

<?rt. 
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Gre.  I  fay  a  devil.  Think'ft  thou,  Hortenfo,  tho' 
her  father  be  very  rich,  any  man  is  fo  very  a  fool 
to  be  married  to  hell  ? 

Hor.  Tufli,  Gremio  ;  tho'  it  pafs  your  patience  and 
mine  to  endure  her  lewd  alarms,  why,  man,  there  be 
good  fellows  in  the  world,  and  a  man  could  light  on 
them,  would  take  her  with  all 'her  faults,  and 
money  enough. 

Gre.  I  cannot  tell ;  but  I  had  as  lief  take  her  dow- 
ry with  this  condition,  to  be  whip'd  at  the  high- 
crofs  every  morning. 

Hor.  'Faith,  as  you  fay,  there's  fmall  choice  in 
rotten  apples  :  come,  fmce  this  bar  in  law  makes 
us  friends,  it  fhall  be  fo  forth  friendly  maintaiVd, 
'till  by  helping  Baptifta's  eldeft  daughter  to  a  huf- 
band,  v,e  fet  his  youngeft  free  for  a  husband,  and 
then  have  to't  afrefli.  Sweet  Bianca!  happy  man  be 
his  dole  ;  he  that  runs  failed  gets  the  ring  ;  how 
fay  you,  fignior  Gremio} 

Gre.  I  am  agreed,  and  would  I  had  given  him 
the  befl:  horfe  in  Padua  to  begin  the  wooing  that 
would  throughly  woo  her,  wed  her,  and  bed  her, 
and  rid  the  houfe  of  her.    Come  on. 

[Exeunt  Gre.  and  Hor.  Manet  Tra.  and  Lucen* 

Tra.  I  pray,  fir,  tell  me,  is  it  poflible 
That  love  fhould  on  a  fudden  take  fuch  hold  ? 

Luc.  Oh  Tranio,  'till  I  found  it  to  be  true, 
I  never  thought  it  poflible  or  likely. 
But  fee,  while  idly  I  flood  looking  on, 
I  found  the  effeft  of  love  in  idlenefs, 
And  now  in  plainnefs  to  confefs  to  thee, 
That  art  to  me  as  fecret  and  as  dear 
As  Anna  to  the  queen  of  Carthage  was. 
Tranio,  I  burn,  I  pine,  I  perifh,  Tranio, 
If  I  atchieve  not  this  young  modeft  girl  : 
Counfel  me,  Tranio,  for  I  know  thou  canft  » 
Aflift  me,  Tranio%  for  I  know  thou  wilt. 

Tra.  Mafter,  it  is  no  time  to  chide  you  now  ; 
Affe.ftion  is  not  rated  from  the  heart. 
If  love  hath  touched  you,  nought  remains  but  fo, 
Kedime  te  caftuzn  quain  yueas  minim* 
IMF'*  :     7"??;^.-./  Luc, 
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Luc.  Gramercy,  lad,  go  forward,  this  contents, 
The  reft  will  comfort,  for  thy  counfel's  found. 

Tra.  Mafter,  you  look'd  fo  longly  on  the  maid, 
Perhaps  you  mark'd  not  what's  the  pith  of  all. 

Luc.  O  yes,  I  faw  fweet  beauty  in  her  face, 
Such  as  the  daughter  of  Agenor  had, 
That  made  great  Jove  to  humble  him  to  her  hand, 
When  with  his  knees  he  kifs'd  the  Cretan  ftrand. 

Tra.  Saw  you  no  more  ?  mark'd  you  not  how  her 
Began  to  fcold,  and  raife  up  fuch  a  ftorm,  (lifter- 
That  mortal  ear's  might  hardly  endure  the  din  ? 

Luc.  Tramo,  I  faw  her  coral  Hps  to  move, 
And  with  her  breath  Ihe  did  perfume  the  air; 
Sacred  and  fweet  was  all  I  faw  in  her. 

Tra.  Nay,  than  'tis  time  to  ftlr  him  from  his  trance : 
I  pray  awake,  fir;  if  you  love  the  maid, 
Bend  thoughts  and  wit  to  atchieve  her.    Thus  it 
Her  eldeft  fifter  is  fo  curft  and  ihrewd,  (ftands: 
That  'till  the  father  rids  his  hands  of  her, 
Mafter,  your  love  muft  live  a  maid  at  home, 
And  therefore  has  Ihe  clofely  mew'ft  her  up, 
Becaufe  fhe  fhall  not  be  annoy' d  with  fuitors. 

Luc.  Ah,  Tranio,  what  a  cruel  father's  he  I 
But  art  thou  not  advis'd,  he  took  fome  care 
To  get  her  cunning  fchool-mafters  to  inftruft  her  ? 

Tra.  Ay  marry,  am  I,  fir,  and  now 'tis  plotted. 

Luc.  I  have  it,  Tranio. 

Tra.  Mafter,  for  my  hand. 
Both  our  inventions  meet  and  jump  in  one. 

Luc.  Tell  me  thine  firft. 

Tra.  You  will  be  fchool-m after, 
And  undertake  the  teaching  of  the  maid  ; 
That's  your  device. 

Luc.  It  is :  may  it  be  done  ? 

Tra.  Not  pofTible  :  for  who  fhall  bear  your  part, 
And  be  in  Padua  here  Vmcentlo's  fon, 
Keep  houfe,  and  ply  his  book,  welcome  his  friends, 
Vifit  his  countrymen,  and  banquet  them  ? 

Luc.  Bafa,  content  thee,  for  I  have  it  full. 
We  have  not  yet  been  feen  in  any  houfe. 
Nor  can  we  be  diftinguifti'd  by  our  faces, 

For 
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For  man  or  matter  :  then  it  follows  thus. 
Thou  flialt  be  matter,  Tranio,  in  my  ftead  ; 
Keep  houfe,  and  port,  and  iervants,  as  I  fliould; 
I  will  fome  other  be,  fome  Florentine, 
Some  Neapolitan,  or  meaner  man  of  Pi  fa. 
'Tis  hatched,  and  fliall  be  fo  :  Tranio,  at  once 
Uncafe  thee  :  take  my  coloured  hat  and  cloak, 
When  Biondello  comes,  he  waits  on  thee, 
But  I  will  charm  him  fiift  to  keep  his  Tongue. 

Tra.  So  had  you  need. 
In  brief,  fir,  fith  it  your  pleafure  is, 
And  I  am  tied  to  be  obedient, 
For  fo  your  father  charg'd  me  at  our  parting  ; 
Be  ferviceable  to  my  fon,  quoth  he, 
Altho',  I  think,  'twas  in  another  fenfe, 
I  am  content  to  be  Luce?itioy 
Becaufe  fo  well  I  love  Lucentlo. 

Luc.  Tranio,  be  fo,  becaufe  Lucentlo  loves  : 
And  let  me  be  a  (lave  t'atchieve  that  maid, 
Whofe  fudden  iight  hath  thrall' d  my  wounded  eye, 

Enter  Biondello. 
Here  comes  the  rogue.  Sirrah,  where  have  you  been  ? 

Bion. Where  have  I  been  ?  nay,  how  now?where  are 
you  ?  matter,has  my  fellow  Tranio  ftolPn  your  doaths, 
or  you  ftolf  n  his,  or  both  ?  pray  what's  the  news  ? 

Luc.  Sirrah,  come  hither,  'tis  no  time  to  jeft, 
And  therefore  frame  your  manners  to  the  time. 
Your  fellow  Tranio  here,  to  fave  my  life, 
Puts  my  apparel  and  my  count'nance  on, 
And  I  for  my  efcape  have  put  on  his : 
For  in  a  quarrel,  fince  I  came  alhore, 
I  kilTd  a  man,  and  fear  I  am  defcry'd  : 
Wait  you  on  him,  I  charge  you,  as  becomes  ; 
*While  I  make  way  from  hence  to  fave  my  Life, 
Yaa  underttand  me  ? 

Bicn.  Ay,  fir,  ne'er  a  whir.  . 

Luc.  And  not  a  jot  of  Tranio  in  your  mouth, 
Tranio  is  chain'd  into  Lucentlo. 

Bion.  The  better  for  him,  would  I  were  fo  too. 

Tra.  So  would  I, 'faith  boy, to  have  the  nextwifli  af- 
ter, that  Lucentii  indeed  had  Baptifta's  youngett 
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But  firrahr,  not  for  my  fake,  but  your  matter's,  I 
advife  you  ufe  your  manners  difcreetly  in  all  kind 
of  Companies  :  when  I  am  alone,  why  then  I  am 
Tram'o  ;  but  in  all  places  elfe,  your  mailer  Lucent io . 

Luc,  Tranio,  let's  go  : 
One  thing  more  refts,  that  thy  felf  execute, 
To  make  one  'mong  thefe  wooers ;  if  thou  ask  me  why, 
Sufficethmy  reafonsare  both  good  and  weighty.  [Exe. 
The  Presenters  above  [peak. 

i  Man.  My  lord,you  nod,you  do  not  mind  the  play. 

Sly.  Yes,  by  faint  Anne,  do  I ;  a  good  matter  furely. 
Come's  there  any  more  of  it  ; 

Lady.  My  lord,  'tis  but  begun. 

Sly.  'Tis  a  very  excellent  piece  of  work,  madam 
lady,  would  'twere  done.  [They  Jit  and  mark. 

A  C  T  II.      S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Petruchio,  and  Grumio. 

PETRUCHIO. 

VEro?ta.  for  a  while  I  take  my  leave, 
To  fee  my  friends  in  Padua  ;  but  of  all 
My  befl:  beloved  and  approved  friend, 
Hortenfio  ;  and  I  trow  this  is  the  ho  ufe. 
Here  firrah,  Grumio,  knock  I  fay, 

Gru.  Knock,  fir  ?  whom  fhould  I  knock  ?  is  there 
any  man  has  rebus'd  your  worfliip  ? 

Pet.  Villain,  I  fay,  knock  me  here  foundly. 
Gru.  Knock  you  here,  fir  ?  why,  fir,  what  am  I,  fir, 
That  I  fliould  knock  you  here  fir  ? 

Pet.  Villain,  I  fay,  knock  meat  this  gate, 
And  rap  me  well,  or  I'll  knock  your  knave's  pate. 

Gru.  My  matter  is  grown  quarrelfome  :  ' 
I  fliould  knock  you  firft, 

And  then  I  know  after,  who  comes  by  the  worft. 

Pet.  Will  it  not  be? 
'Faith,  firrah,  and  you'll  not  knock,  I'll  ring  it, 
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Til  try  how  you  can  Sol,  Fa,  and  fing  It, 

[He  wrings  him  by  the  Ears. 
Gru.  Help,  miftrefs,  help,  my  mailer  is  mad. 
Pet.  Now  knock  when  I  bid  you  :  Uriah,  villain. 

Enter  Hortenfio. 
Hor.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ?  my  old  friend 
GrumtOj  and  my  good  friend  Petruchio  \  how  do  you 
all  at  Verona. 

Pet.  Signior  Hortenfo,  come  you  to  part  the  fray  ? 
Con  tutti  lo  cere  bene  trovato,  may  I  fay. 

Hor.  Alia  nojlra  cafa  ben  njenuto  multo  homrato  fignior 
mio  Petruchio. 

Rife,  Grumio,  we  will  compound  this  quarrel. 

Gru.  Nay,  'tis  no  matcer,  what  he  leges  in  Latin. 
If  this  be  not  a  lawful  caufe  for  me  to  leave  his  fer- 
vice,  look  you,  fir  :  he  bid  me  knock  him,  and  rap 
him  foundly,  fir.  Well,  was  it  fit  for  a  fervant  to  uie 
his  Mailer  fo,  being  perhaps,  for  ought  I  fee,  two 
and  thirty,  a  Pip  out  ? 

Whom  would  to  God  I  had  well  knocked  at  firft, 
Then  had  not  Grumio  come  by  the  worft. 

Pet.  A  fenfelefs  villain.    Good  Hortenjio9 
I  bid  the  rafcal  knock  upon  your  gate, 
And  could  not  get  him  for  my  heart  to  do  it, 

Gru.  Knock  at  the  gate  ?  O  heav'ns !  fpake  you 
not  thefe  words  plain  ?  firrah,  knock  me  here,  rap 
me  here,  knock  me  well,  and  knock  me  foundly; 
and  come  you  now  with  knocking  at  the  gate. 

Pet.  Sirrah,  be  gone,  or  talk  not,  I  advife  you. 

Hor.  Petruchio,  patience,  I  am  Grumio's  pledge  : 
Why  this  is  a  heavy  chance  'twixt  him  and  you, 
Your  ancient  trufty  pleafan:  fervant  Grumio  ; 
And  tell  me  now,  fweet  friend,  what  happ^  gale 
Blows  you  to  Padua  here^  from  old  Verena  ? 

Pet.  Such  wind  as  fcatters  young  men  through  the 
To  leek  their  fortunes  farther  than  at  home,  (world, 
Where  fmall  experience  grows  but  in  a  few. 
Signior  Hortenfio,  thus  it  ftands  with  me, 
Antonio  my  father  is  deceafed. 
And  I  muft  thruft  my  felf  into  this  maze, 
Haply  to  wive  and  thrive,  at  beft  I  may  : 

Crowns 
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Cr  owns  ir  my  purfe  I  have,  and  goods  at  home, 
And  fo  am  reme  abroad  to  fee  the  world. 

Her    Petruchio,  fliall  I  then  come  roundly  to  thee, 
And  v. rifli  t4?,e  to  a  Aire  wed  ill-fa  vour'd  wife  ? 
Thcu'dft  thank  me  but  a  little  for  my  counfel, 
And  yet  I'll  promife  thee  fbe  fhall  be  rich. 
And  very  rich  :  but  thou'rt  too  much  my  friend, 
And  PU  not  wifti  thee  to  her. 

Pet.  Signior  Hortenfo,  'twixt  fuch  friends  as  us 
Few  words  fuffice  ;  and  therefore,  if  you  know 
One  rich  enough  to  be  Petruchio^s  wife  ; 
As  wealth  is  burthen  of  my  wooing  dance  ; 
Be  flie  as  foul  as  was  Florentius  love, 
As  old  as  Sybil,  and  as  curft  and  flirewd 
As  Socrate?  Zautippe,  or  a  worfe, 
She  moves  me  not,  or  not  removes,  at  leafr, 
AffecYions  edge  in  time.    Where  flie  as  rough 
As  are  the  fwelling  rfdriatick  feas, 
I  come  to  wive  it  wealthily  in  Padua  : 
If  wealthily,  then  happily  in  Padua. 

Gru.  Nay,  look  you,  fir,  he  tells  you  /latly  what 
his  mind  is  :  why  give  him  gold  enough,  and  marry 
him  to  a  puppet,  or  an  aglet  baby,  or  an  old  trot 
with  ne'er  a  tooth  in  her  head,  tho'flie  have  as  ma- 
ny difeafes  as  two  and  fifty  horfes ;  why  nothing 
comes  amifs,  fomany  comes  withal. 
*   Hor.  Petruchio,  fince  we  are  ftept  thus  far  in, 
I  will  continue  that  I  broach' d  in  jeft, 
I  can,  Petruchio >,  help  thee  to  a  wife 
With  wealth  enough,  and  young  and  beauteous, 
Brought  up  as  beft  becomes  a  gentlewoman. 
Her  only  fault,  and  that  is  fault  enough, 
Is,  that  flie  is  intolerable  curs'd, 
And  fhrewd,  and  froward,  fo  beyond  all  meafure, 
That  were  my  ftate  far  worfer  than  it  is, 
I  would  not  wed  her  for  a  mine  of  gold. 

Pet.  Hortenjio,  peace  ;  thou  know' ft  not  gold's  effett 
Tell  me  her  father's  name,  and  'tis  enough  : 
For  I  will  board  her,  tho*  flie  chide  as  loud 
As  thunder,  when  the  clouds  in  autumn  crack. 

Hor. 
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Hoy.  Her  father  is  BaptlJtaMlno!,*, 
An  affable  and  courteous  Gentleman, 
Her  name  is  Kathtrlna  Minola. 
Renowned  in  Padua  for  her  fcolding  tongue. 

Pet.  I  know  her  father,  tho'  I  know  not  herr 
And  he  knew  my  deaceafed  father  well  : 
I  will  not  fleep,  Hortenjio,  'till  T  fee  her, 
And  therefore  let  me  be  thus  bold  with  you, 
To  give  you  over  at  this  firft  encounter, 
Unlefs  you  will  accompany  me  thither. 

Gru.  1  pray  you,  fir,  let  him  go  while  the  humour 
lafts.  O'  my  word  and  me  knew  him  as  well  as  I  do, 
(he  would  think  fcolding  would  do  little  good  upon 
him.  She  may  perhaps  call  him  half  a  fcore  knaves, 
or  fo  :  why  that's  nothing  ;  and  he  begin  once,  he'll 
rail  in  his  rope  tricks.  1*11  tell  you  what,  fir,  and  fhe 
ftand  him  but  a  little,  he  will  throw  a  figure  in  her 
face,  and  fo  disfigure  her  with  it,  that  ihe  fhall  have 
no  more  eyes  to  fee  withal  than  a  cat:  you  know 
him  not,  fir. 

Her.  Tarry,  Petruchio,  I  muft  go  with  thee, 
For  in  Baptlfra's  houfe  my  treafure  is : 
He  hath  the  jewel  of  my  life  in  h^ld, 
His  youngeft  daughter,  beautiful  Biancm, 
And  her  with-hofds  he  from  me.    Other  more 
Suitors  to  her,  and  rivals  in  my  love  : 
Suppofing  it  a  thing  impofiible, 
For  thofe  defe&s  I  have  before  rehears'd. 
That  ever  Katharlna  will  be  woo'd  ; 
Therefore  this  order  hath  Baftljla  ta'en, 
That  none  lhall  have  accefs  unto  Blanca, 
*'Ti\\K0tbarina  the'eurs'd  have  get  a  husband. 

Grui  Katharine  the  curs'd,  % 
A  title  for  maid,  of  all  titles  the  word. 

Her.  Now  lhall  my  friend  Petrtuhh  do  me  grace, 
And  offer  me  difguis'd  in  fober  robes, 
The  old  Baptijtj  as  a  fchool-mafter, 
Well  feen  in  mufick  to  inftruft  Blanca,  . 
That  fo  I  may  by  this  device,  at  leaft, 
Have  leave  and  leifure  to  make  love  to  her, 
And  unfufpefted  Court  her  by  her  felf. 

Enter 
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Enter  Gremio  and  Lucentio  d!fgius*d. 

Gru.  Here's  no  knavery  !  fee.  to  beguile  the  old 
How  the  young  folks  lay  the' r  heads  together  [folks, 
Mailer,  look  about  you  :  who  goes  there  ?  ha. 

Hor.  Peace,  Grrmio,  it  is  the  rival  of  my  love. 
Pitruchio,  (rand  by  a  while. 

Gru-  A  proper  tripling,  and  an  amorous. 

Gre.  O  very  well,  I  have  perus'd  the  note. 
Hark  you,  fir,  I'll  have  them  very  fairly  bound, 
All  books  of  love,  fee  that  at  any  hand  ; 
And  fee  you  read  no  other  leftures  to  her  : 
You  underftand  me,  over  and  befide 
Signior  Btftiftms  liberality, 

Til  mend  it  with  a  largefs.    Take  your  paper  too, 

And  let  me  have  them  very  well  perfum'd, 

For  fhe  is  fweeter  than  perfume  it  felf 

To  whom  they  go  :  what  will  you  read  to  her  ? 

Luc.  Whate'er  I  read  to  her,  Pll  plead  for  you, 
As  for  my  patron,  ftand  you  fo  allured  : 
As  firmly  as  your  felf  were  ftill  in  place, 
Y<?a5  and  perhaps  with  more  fuccefsful  words 
Than  you,  unlefs  you  were  a  lcholar,  fir. 

Gre,  Oh  this  learning,  what  a  thing  it  is  ! 

Gru.  Oh  this  woodcock,  what  an  afs  it  is  ! 

Pet.  Peace,  firrah. 

Hor.  Grumio,  mum  !  God  lave  you,  fignior  Gremlo 
Gre..  And  you  are  well  met,  fignior  Ho>te?ifo. 
Trow  you  whither  I  am  going  ?  to  Baptift*  Minola  j 
I  promis'd  toenquire  carefully 
About  a  fchool  mafter  for  the  fair  Bianca, 
And  by  good  fortune  I  have  lighted  well 
On  this  young  man :  for  learning  and  behaviour 
Fit  for  her  turn,  well  read  in  poetry, 
And  other  books,  good  ones,  I  warrant  ye. 

Hor.  'Tis  well  ;  and  I  have  met  a  gentleman 
Hath  promis'd  me  to  help  me  to  another, 
A  fine  mufician  to  inftruft  our  miftrefs, 
So  {hall  I  no  whit  be  behind  in  duty 
To  fair  Bianca,  fo  belov'd  of  me. 
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Gre.  Belov'd  of  me,  and  that  my  deeds  fliall  prove. 

Gru.  And  that  his  bags  fliall  prove. 

Hoy,  Gremlo,  'tis  now  no  time  to  vent  our  love. 
Liften  to  me,  and  if  you  fpeak  me  fair, 
I'll  tell  you  news  indifferent  good  for  either. 
Here  is  a  gentleman  whom  by  chance  I  met, 
Upon  agreement  from  us  to  his  liking, 
Will  undertake  to  woo  curs'd  Katberine, 
Yea,  and  to  marry  her,  if  her  Dowry  pleafe. 

Gre.  So  faid,  fo  done,  is  well  ; 
HortenJiey  have  you  told  him  all  her  faults  ? 

Pet.  I  know  flie  is  an  irkfome  hrawlin"  fcold  • 
If  that  be  all,  mafters,  I  hear  no  harm.  ° 

Gre.  No,  fayeft  me  fo,  friend  ?  what  countryman  ? 

Pet.  Born  in  Verona,  old  Antoyiios  fon  j 
My  father's  dead,  my  fortune  lives  for  me, 
And  I  do  hope  good  days,  and  long  to  fee. 

Gre.  Oh  fir,fuch  a  life  with  fuch  a  wife  were  ftrange; 
But  if  you  have  a  ftomach,  to't  a  God's  name 
You  fliall  have  me  aflifting  you  in  all. 
But  will  you  woo  this  wild  cat  ? 
Pet.  Will  I  live  ? 

Gru.  Will  he  woo  her  ?  ay,  or  I'll  hang  her. 

Pet.  Why  came  I  hither,  but  to  that  intent  ? 
Think  you  a  little  din  can  daunt  my  ears  ? 
Have  I  not  in  my  time  heard  lions  roar  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  the  fea,  puff'd  up  with  winds, 
Rage  like  an  angry  boar,  chafed  with  fweat  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  great  ordnance  in  the  field? 
And  heav'ns  artillery  thunder  in  the  skies  ? 
Have  I  not  in  a  pitched  Battle  heard 
Loud  Larums, neighing  fteeds,and  trumpets  clangue? 
And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman's  tongue, 
That  give  not  half  fo  great  a  blow  to  hear, 
As  will  a  chefnut  in  a  farmer's  fire  ? 
Tufli,  tufti,  fear  boys  with  bugs. 

Gru.  For  he  fears  none. 

Gre.  HortenJioy  hark  : 
This  Gentleman  is  happily  arrived, 
My  mind  prefumes,  for  his  own  good,  and  yours. 

Hor. 
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Hot.  I  promised  we  would  be  contributors, 
And  bear  his  charge  of  wooing  whatfoe're. 
I      Gre.  And  fo  we  will,  provided  that  he  win  her, 
Gru.  I  would  I  were  as  fare  of  a  good  dinner. 

Enter  Tranro  brave,  and  Blond ello. 
Tra  Gentlemen,  God  lave  you.  If  I  may  be  bold, 
Tell  me,  I  befeech  you,  which  Is  the  readieft  way 
To  the  houfe  of  fignior  Baptlfla  Mlnola  ? 

Bion.  He  that  has  the  two  fair  daughters  ?  is't  he 
you  mean  ? 

Tra.  Even  he,  BiondeUo. 

Gre.  Hark  you,  fir,  you  mean  not  her  to  

Tra.  Perhaps  him  and  her,  what  have  you  to  do? 

Pet.  Nor  her  that  chides,  fir,  at  any  hand,  I  pray, 

Tra.  I  love  no  chiders,  fir :  BiondeUo,  let's  away. 
+Luc.  Well  begun,  Tranio. 

Hor.  Sir,  a  word  ere  you  go: 
Are  you  a  fuitor  to  the  maid  you  talk  of,  yea  or 

Tra.  And  if  I  be,  fir,  is  it  any  offence  ?         (no  ; 

Gre.  No  ;  if  without  more  words  you  will  get  you 
hence. 

Tra.  Why,  fir,  I  pray,  are  not  the  ftreets  as  free 
For  me  as  for  you  ? 

Gre.  But  fo  is  not  ftie. 

Tra.  For  what  reafon,  I  befeech  you  ? 

Gre.  For  this  reafon,  if  you'll  know, 
That  flie's  the  choice  love  of  figmior  Gremio. 

Hor.  That  Ihe's  the  chofen  love  of  fignior  Hortenfo. 

Tra.  Softly,  my  mafters:  if  you  be  gentlemen, 
Do  me  this  right ;  hear  me  with  patience. 
Baptifta  is  a  noble  gentleman, 
To  whom  my  father  is  not  all  unknown, 
And  were  his  daughter  fairer  than  fhe  is, 
She  may  more  fuitors  have,  and  me  for  one. 
Fair  Lido's  daughter  had  a  thoufand  wooers, 
Then  well  may  one  more  fair,  Bianca  have, 
And  fo  Ihe  fhalJ.    Lucentio  fliall  make  one, 
Tho'  Paris  came,  in  hope  to  fpeed  alone. 

Gre.  What,  this  gentleman  will  out-talk  us  all. 

Luc.  Sir,  give  him  head,  I  know  he'll  prove  a 
jade. 

Pet. 
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Pet.  Hartenfio,  to  what  end  are  all  thefe  words  ?  * 

Hor.  Sir,  letme  be  fo  bold  as  to  ask  you, 
Did  you  yet  ever  fee  Baptiftts  daughter  ? 

Tra.  No,  fir ;  but  hea;  I  do  that  he  hath  two  : 
The  one  as  famous  for  a  fcolding  tongue, 
As  is  the  orher  for  beauteous  modefty. 

Pet.  Sir,  fir,  the  firft's  for  me,  let  her  go  by. 

Gre.  Yea,  leave  that  labour,  to  great  Hercules, 
And  let  it  be  more  than  Alcldes  twelve*- 

Pet.  Sir,  underftand  you  this  of  me,  infooth, 
The  youngeft  daughter,  whom  you  hearken  for, 
Her  father  keeps  from  all  accefs  of  fuitors, 
And  will  not  promife  her  to  any  man, 
Until  the  eldeft  fifter  firft  be  wed  : 
The  younger  than  is  free,  and  not  before. 

tr*.  If  it  be  fo,  fir,  that  you  are  the  man 
Mud  fteed  us  all,  and  me  amongft  the  reft  : 
And  if  you  break  the  Ice,  and  do  this  feat, 
Atchieve  the  Elder,  fet  the  younger  free, 
For  our  accefs,  whofe  hap  fhall  be  to  have  her, 
Will  not  fo  graoelefs  be,  to  be  ingrate. 

Hor.  Sir,  you  fay  well,  and  well  you  do  conceive  : 
And  fince  you  do  profefs  to  be  a  fuitor, 
You  muft,  as  we  do,  gratify  this  gentleman, 
To  whom 'we  all  reft  generally  beholden. 

Tra.  Sir,  I  ihall  not  be  flack,  in  fign  whereof, 
Pleafe  ye,  we  may  contrive  this  afternoon, 
And  quaff  caroufes  to  ourmiftrefs1  health, 
And  do  as  adversaries  do  in  law, 
Strive  mightily,  but  eat  and  drink  as  friends. 

Gru.  Bion.  O  excellent  motion :  fellows,let's  be  gone, 

Hor.  The  motion's  good  indeed,  and  be  it  fo, 
Petrzchio,  I  ftiall  be  your  Ben  venuto.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Katharina  and  Bianca. 
f  Blan.  Good  fifter,  wrong  mfe  not,  nor  wrong  your 
To  make  a  bondmaid  and  Have  of  me  ;  L^e^> 
That  I  difdain  :  but  for  thefe  other  goods, 
Unbind  my  hands,  F1I  pull  them  off  my  felf, 
Yea,  all  my  raiment,  to  my  Petticoat, 
Or  what  you  will  command  me  will  I  do  ; 
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So  well  I  know  my  Duty  to  my  Eiders. 

Katb.  Of  all  thy  Sutorshere  I  charge  thee  tell 
Whom  thou  lov'ft  beft  :  See  thou  dilfemble  not. 

Bian.  Believe  me  Sifter,  of  all  the  Men  alive 
I  nev:  ryet  beheld  that  fpecial  Fa:e, 
Which  I  could  fancy  more  than  any  other. 

Katb.  Minion,  thou  lieft ;  is  it  not  H.rtenho  ? 

Bian.  If  you  ar¥e&  him,  Sifter,  here  I  fwear 
Til  plead  for  you  my  felr,  but  you  lhall  have  him. 

Kath.  Oh  therT  belike  you  fancy  Riches  more, 
You  will  have  Gremio  to  keep  you  fair. 

Bian.  Is  it  for  him  you  do  envy  me  fo  ? 
Nay  then  yotrjeft,  and  now  I  well  perceive 
You  have  but  jefted  with  me  all  this  while  \ 
I  prithee,  Sifter  KaLe>  untie  my 'Hands. 

Katb.  if  that  be  Jeft,  then  all  the  reft  was  fo. 

[Strikes  her. 

Enter  Baptifta. 

Bap.  Why  how  now  Dame,,  whence  grows  this  Info- 
P.\an  a^  ftand  alide  ;  poor  Girl,  ihe  weeps*;  Qenee ? 

Go  ply  thy  Needle,  meddle  not  with  her. 
For  fhame,  thou.Hilding  of  a  deviliih  Spirit, 
Whj  doft  thou  wrong  her,  that  did  ne'er  wrong  thee  ? 
W  hen  did  (he  crofs  thee  with  a  bitter,  word  ?  i 

Katb.  Her  Silence  flouts  me,  and  I'll  be  reveng'd. 

[Flies  after  Bianco 

Bap.  WThat,in  my  fight  ?  Bianca  get  thee  in.QEx.Bian. 

Katb*  What,  will  you  not  fuffer  me  ?  nay,  now  1  iee 
She  is  your  Treafure,  fhe  mu'l  have  a  Husband, 
1  inuft  dance  bare-foot  on  her  Wedding-day, 
And  for  your  Love  to  her  lead  Apes  in  Hell : 
Talk  not  to  me,  I  will  go  lit  and  weep, 

lean  find  oocafion  of  Revenge.  [\Ex"f  Ivruh. 

Bap.  Was  ever  Gentle  man*  thus  griev'd  as  1  ? 
But  who  comes  here  > 

Enter  Gremio,  Lucentio  in  ihd  Habit  of  a  mean  Mati^  ne« 
truchip  with  Hortenlio  like  a  Mufxcian^  JL'ranio  aid  Ji- 
ondello  bearing  a  Lute  and  Becks. 
Ore.  Good  morrow,  Neigkbour  Eaiii  fa* 
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Bap.  Good  morrow,  Neighbour  Gremio :  God  fave 
you  Gentlemen. 

Pet.  And  you,  good  Sir  Pray  have  you  not  a  Daugh- 
ter call'd  Katbcrhia,  fair  and  virtuous? 

Bap.  I  have  a  Daughter,  Sir,  call'd  Katharina. 

Gre.  You  are  too  blunt,  go  to  it  orderly. 

Pet.  You  wrong  me,  Signior  Gretnio,  give  me  leave. 
J  am  a  Gentleman  of  Verona,  Sir, 
That  hearing  of  her  Beauty  and  her  Wit, 
Her  Affability  and  bafhfuiModefty, 
Her  wondrous  Qualities,  and  mild  Behaviour, 
Am  bold  to  lhew  my  lelf  a  forward  Gueil 
\A  ithin  your  Houfe,  to  make  mine  Eye  the  Witnefs 
Of  that  Report,  which  I  fo  oft  have  heard. 
And  for  an  entrance  to  my  Entertainment,  [Prefenthig  Hor» 
I  do  prtfent  you  with  a  Man  of  mine, 
Cunning  in  Mufick,  and  the  Mathematicks, 
To  inftruft  her  fully  in  thole  Sciences, 
Whereof  I  know  (he  is  not  ignorant : 
Accept  of  him,  or  elfe  you  dome  wrong, 
His  Name  is  Licio^  born  in  Mantua. 

Bap.  Y'are  welcome,  Sir,  and  he  for  your  good  fake* 
Eut  for  my  Daughter  Katharine,  this  I  know, 
She  is  not  for  your  turn,  the  more's  my  Grief. 

Pet.  I  fee  you  do  not  mean  to  part  with  her, 
Or  elfe  ycu  like  not  of  my  Company. 

Bap.  Miftafce  me  not,  I  fpeak  but  what  I  find. 
Whence  are  you,  Sir?  What  may  I  call  your  Name  ? 

Pet.  Petruchzo  is  my  Name,  Ar>tcnio\  Son, 
A  Man  well  known  throughout  all  Italy. 

Bap.  \  know  him  well :  You  are  welcome  for  his  fake. 

Gre.  Saving  your  Tale,  Vetruchio,  1  pray  let  us  that 
are  poor  Petitioners  fpeak  too.    Baccare%  you  are  mar-* 
villous  forward. 

Pet.  Oh,  pardon  me,  Signior  Gremio^  I  would  fain  be 
doing. 

Cre.  I  doubt  it  not,  Sir,  but  you  will  curfe 
Your  wooing.    Neighbours  this  is  a  Gift 
Very  grateful,  I  an  lure  of  it :  To  expreis 
Th-  like  kindnefsofmy  felf,  that  Have  been 

More 
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More  kindly  beholding  to  you  than  any: 

Free  leave  give  unto  this  young  Scholar,  that  hath 

Been  long  ftudying  at  liberties  >  as  cunnirg  \T'refenting  Luc. 

In  Greek,  Latin,  and  other  Languages, 

As  the  other  in  Muiick  and  Mathematicks ; 

His  Name  is  Cambio  ;  pra-y  accept  his  Service. 

Bap,  A  thouland  thanks,  Signior  Grem'u  : 
Welcome,  good  CamUio.    But,  gentle  Sir, 
Methinks  you  walk  like  a  Stranger,  Tr*?  Tr.mlo. 

May  I  be  fo  bo!d,  to  know  the  Caufe  of  your  coming? 

Tra.  Pardon  me,  Mr,  the  Boldneis  is  mine  own, 
That  being  a  Stranger  in  this  City  here, 
Do  make  my  fe!f  a  suitor  to  your  Daughter, 
Unto  Bianca,  Fair  and  Virtuous: 
Nor  is  your  firm  Refolve  unknown  to  me, 
In  the  Preferment  of  the  eldtft  Sifter. 
This  Liberty  is  all  that  I  requeft, 
Tha:  upon  knowledge  of  my  Parentage, 
I  may  have  welcome  'mongft  the  reft  that  woo, 
And  free  Accefsand  Favour  as  the  reft. 
And  toward  the  Education  of  your  Daughters, 
I  here  beftow  a  fimple  Inftrument, 
And  this  final]  packet  of  Greek  and  Latin  Books. 
If  you  accept  them,  then  their  Worth  is  great. 

Bap.  Lucentio  is  your  Name  ?  of  whence,  I  pray  ? 

Tra.  Of  Pifa-y  Sir,  Son  to  Vincentio. 

Bap.  A  mighty  Man  of  Plfa  \  by  Report 
I  knoijf  him  well;  you  are  very  welcome,  Sir. 
Take  you  the  Lute,  and  you  the  Set  of  Books, 
You  fhall  go  fee  your  Pupils  prefently. 
Holla,  within. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Sirrah,  lead  thefe  Gentlemen 
To  my  two  Daughters,  and  then  tell  them  both 
Thele  are  their  Tutors,  bid  them  ufe  them  well. 
We  will  go  walk  a  little  in  the  Orchard, 
And  then  to  Dinner.    You  are  parting  Welcome, 
And  fo  I  pray  you  all  to  think  your  (elves. 

Pet.  Signior  Bapti/la,  my  Bufmeis  asketh  hafte, 
And  every  day  1  cannot  come  to  woo. 

B  2  You 
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You  know  my  Father  well,  and  in  him  me, 
Left  folely  Heir  to  all  his  Lands  and  Goods, 
Which  I  have  better'd  rather  thandecreas  d  ; 
Then  tell  "me,  if  I  get  your  Daughter's  Love, 
What  Dowry  (hall  [  have  with  her  to  Wife  ? 

Bap.  After  my  Death,  the  one  half  of  my  Lands, 
And  inpofleiHon  twe.  ty  thoufand  Crowns. 

Vet.  And  for  that  Dowry,  V\]  affure  her  of 
Her  Widowhood,  be  it  that  fhe  furvive  me, 
In  all  my  Lands  and  Leafes  whatfoevcr ; 
Let  Specialities  he  therefore  drawn  between  us, 
That  Covenants  may  be  kept  on  either  hand. 

Bap.  Ay,  when  the  fpecial  thing  is  well  obtained, 
That-i?,  her  Love  :  for  that  is  all  in  all* 

Tet.  Why  that  is  nothing:  For  I  tell  you,  Father, 
1  am  asperempton  as  flie  proud-minded. 
And  where  two  raging  Fires  meet  together, 
They  do  confume  the  thing  that  feeds  their  Fury. 
Tho' little  Fire  grows  great  with  little  Wind, 
Yet  extream  Gufts  win  blow  out  Fire  and  all : 
So  I  to  her,  and  fo  Ihe  yields  to  me, 
for  I  am  rough,  and  woo  not  like  a  Babe. 

Bap.  Wellmay'ft  thou  woo,  and  happy  be  thy  fpeed  : 
But  be  thou  arm' d  forfc/me  unhappy  words. 

Pet.  Ay,  to  the  proof,  as  Mo  u  tains  are  for  Winds, 
That  lhake not,  tho'  they  blow  perpetually. 

Enter  Hortenfio  mtb  his  Head  broke. 

Bap.  How  now  my  Friend,  why  doft  thou  look  fo  pale  ? 

Br.  For  fear,  ipromife)ou,  v  \  look  pale. 

Bap.  What,  will  my  Daughter  prove  a  good  Mufician  ? 

Hor.  I  think  ftie'llfooner  prove  a  old:er  ; 
Iron  may  hold  with  her,  but  never  Lutes. 

Eap.  V\  hy  then  thou  cartft  not  break  her  to  the  Lute  ? 

Hot.  V.  hy  no,  for  ihe  bath  broke  the  Lute  to  me; 
I  did  but  tell  her  Ihe  mitlookher  Frets, 
And  bow'd  her  Hand  to  rtacn  h£r  lingering, 
W  hen,  with  a  moft  impati  :nt  devilifh  Spititj 
F  rets  call  you  them  ?  quoth  ihe,  Til  fume  with  them  : 
And  with  that  word  fhe  ftruck  me  on  the  Head, 
And  through  my  t'pfti  umenc  my  Pate  made  Way* 
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And  there  I  flood  amazed  for  a  while, 

As  on  a  Pillory,  looking  through  the  Lute; 

While  fhe  did  call  me  Rafcal,  Fidler, 

And  twanglirg  Jack,  with  twenty  fuel)  vile  Terms, 

As  lhe  had  iludied  to  mifufe  me  lb. 

Pet.  Now,  by  the  World,  it  is  a  tufty  Wench, 
I  love  her  ten  times  more  than  e'er  \  did  ; 
Oh  how  I  long  to  have  feme  Chat  with  her. 

Bap.  Well,  go  with  me,  and  be  not  Co  diicomfited. 
Proceed  inPraiVce  with  my  younger  Daughter, 
She's  apt  to  learn,  and  thankful  for  good  turns*, 
Signior  Pefrucbbt  will  you  go  with  us, 
Or  fliall  1  lend  my  Daughter  Kate  to  you  ? 

Pet.  I  pray  you  do.    I  will  attend  her  here, 

[Exit. Bap.  ManetVetmQUo. 
And  woo  her  with  fome  Spirit  when  {tie  comes. 
Say  that  fhe  rail,  why  then  I'll  tell  her  plain 
She  fings  as  iweetly  as  a  Nightingale: 
Say  that  fbe  fro  wn,  I'll  fay  fiie  looks  as  clear 
As  Morning  Rofes newly  wpfli'd  with  Dew; 
Say  flie  he  mute,  and  will  not  ipeak  a  Word, 
Then  Til  commend  her  Volubility, 
And  fay  llie  uttererh  piercing  Hkquence : 
If  (he  do  bid  me  p~<ck,  I'll  give  her  Thanks, 
Astho'  foe  bid  me  flay  by  her  a  Week  ; 
If  fhe  deny  to  wed,  I'll  crave  the  Day 
"W  hen  1  {hall  ask  the  Banes,  and  when  be  married. 
But  here  flie  comes,  and  now  Vetruchlo  fpeak. 

Enter  Katharina. 
4  Good  Morrow  Kate,  for  that's  your  Name  I  hear. 

Kath.  Well  have  you  heard,  but  fo  me  thing  hart!  of 
hearing. 

They  call  me  Katharine,  that  do  talk  of  me. 

Pet.  You  lye  in. faith,  for  you  are  call' d  plain  K<zte, 
And  bonny  Kate,  and  (bmetimes  Kate  the  Curft^ 
But  Kate,  the  prettied  Kate+p  Chriftendortij 
Kate  ofKate-baJJ,  my  Super-dainty  Kate, 
For  Dainties  are  all  Kates  \  and  therefore  Kate 
Take  this  of  me,  Kate  of  my  Confolation, 
Hearing  thy  Mildnefsprais  d  in  every  Town, 
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Thy  Virtues  fpoke  of,  and  thy  Beauty  founded, 

Yet  not  lb  deeply  as  to  thee  belongs, 

Jvly  fe:f  am  mov'd  to  woo  thee  for  my  Wife, 

Katb.  Mov'd!  in  good  time;  let  him  that  mov'd  you 
Remove  you  hence;  I  knew  you  at  the  firft  (hither, 
Yeu  were  a  Moveable. 

Pet.  Why,  what's  a  Moveable  ? 

Katb.  A  join'd  Stool. 

Jet.  Thou  haft  hit  it ;  Come,  fit  on  me. 

Katb.  AiTesare  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  you. 

ftU  Women  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  you. 

Katb.  No  fuch  Jade,  Sir,  as  you,  if  me  you  mean. 

Pit  Alas,  good  AVe,  I  will  not  burthen  thee, 
3ror  knowing  thee  to  be  but  young  and  light  

Katb.  Too  light  for  fuch  a  Swain  as  you  to  catch  j 
And  yet  as  heavy  as  my  weight  ftiould  be. 

Pet.  Should  be  !  Ihould  !  buz. 

Katb.  Well  ta'en,  and  like  a  Buzzard. 

Pet.  Oh  llow-wing'd  Turtle,  fhall  a  Buzzard  take  thee  ? 

Katb.  Ay,  for  a  Turtle,  as  he  takes  a  Buzzard. 

l  et.  Come,  come  you  Wafp,  l'faith  you  are  too  an- 

sry- 

Katb.  If  I  be  wafpifh,  ?beft  beware  my  Sting. 
let.  My  Remedy  is  then  to  pluck  it  out. 
Katb.  Ay,  if  the  Fooleould  find  it  where  it  lyes. 
Pet.  Who  knows  not  where  a  Wafp  doth  wear  his  Sting? 
In  his  Tail. 

Katb.  In  his  Tongue. 
Pd.  Whole  Tongue? 

Ka  0.  -Years  ifvou  talk  of  Tax's,  andfo  farewe!. 

i  ct.  What,  with  my  Tongue  in  your  Tail? 
Nay,  come  again,  gcodifote,  I  am  a  Gentleman. 

Katb.  That  I'll  try.  ^  [_SbeJirikesJjim. 

fet.  I  fwear,  I'll  cuff  you,  if  you  ftrike  again. 

Katb.  So  may  you  lofe  your  Arms. 
Jf  ycu  ftrike  me  you  are  no  Gentleman, 
And  if  no  Gentleman,  why  then  no  Arms. 

Vet.  A  Herald,  Kate  ?  Oh  put  me  in  thy  Books. 

Katb.  What  is  your  Creft,  a  Coxcomb?  ' 

Vet. 
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Vet.  A  comblefs  Cock,  fo  Kate  will  be  my  Hen. 

Katb.  No  Cock  of  mine,  you  crow  too  like  a  Craven : 

Vet.  Nay,comeiftfte;  come,you  mull  not  look  fo  lower. 

Katb.  It  is  my  Failiion  when  I  fee  a  Crab. 

Pe/.  Why  here's  no  Crab,and  therefore  look  not  fower. 

Kath.  There  is,  there  is. 

Vet.  Then  lliew  it  me. 

Katb.  Had  iaGlafs  I  would. 

Per.  What,  you  mean  my  Fade ? 

X*f£.  W7ell  aim'd  of  liich  a  young  one. 

Vet.  Now,  by  St.  George  I  am  too  young  for  you. 

Katb.  Yet  tou  are  withered. 

Vet.  'lis  with  Cares. 

Kath.  I  care  not. 

Vet.  Nay,  hear  you  Kate.  Tnfooth  you'fcape  not  fo. 

Katb.  I  chafe  you  if  I  tarry    let  me  go. 

Vet.  No,  not  a  whit,  I  find  yen  palling  gentle  : 
*Twas  told  me  you  were  rough,  and  coy,  and  fullen, 
And  now  I  find  Report  a  very  Liar, 
For  thou  art  pteafant,  gamefome,  pafung  courteous, 
But  flow  in  fpee:h,  yet  fweet  as  fpring-time  Flowers. 
Thou  can' ft  not  frown,  thou  can'ft  not  look  afcance, 
Kor  bite  the  Lip,  as  angry  Wenches  will, 
Nor  hail  thou  Pleafureto  be  erpfs  in  Talk  : 
But  thou  with  milclnefs  entertain'ft  thy  Wooers, 
W7ith  gentle  conference,  loft,  and  affable. 
Wb)  doth  the  W  orld  report  that  Kptt  doth  limp> 
Ob fland'  rous  World ;  Kate,  like  the  Hazle  Twig, 
Isftrait,  and  (lender,  and  as  brown  in  hue 
As  Hazle  Nuts,  and  Tweeter  than  the  Kernels. 
Oh  let  me  fee  thee  walk  :  thou  doll:  not  halt. 

Katb.  Go  Foal,  and  whom  thou  keep' ft  command* 

Vet.  Did  even  Via  a  io  become  a  Grcve. 
As  Kate  this  Chamber  with  btr  princely  Gaite  ? 
O  be  thou  D  'ian^  and  let  her  be  Kate, 
And  then  let  Kate  be  chat,  and  Dlan  fportful. 

Katb.  Where  did  you  ftudy  all  this  goodly  Speech  ? 

Vet.  (t  is  extempore  irom  my  Mother-wit. 

Katb.  A  witty  M other,  witlefselle  her  ion. 

Vet.  Am  I  not  wife  ? 
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Kath.  Yes;  keep  you  warm. 

Vet.  Marry  fo  I  mean,  fweet  Katharine,  in  thy  Bed : 
And  therefore  fetting  all  this  Chat  afide, 
1  hus  in  plain  Terms:  Your  Father  hath  confentcd 
1  hat  you  fhall  be  my  W  ife ;  your  Dowry  'greed  on, 
.And  will  you,  nil!  you,  I  will  mar  y  you. 
Now,  Kate,  I  am  a  Husband  for  your  turn, 
For  by  this  Light,  whereby  I  fee  thy  Beauty, 
Thy  Beauty  that  doth  make  me  like  thee  well, 
Thou  mull  be  married  to  no  Man  but  me. 

Inter  Baptiila,  Cremio,  and  Tranio. 
For  T  am  he  am  born  to  tame  you  Kate, 
And  bring  you  f  oma  wild  Cat  to  a  Kate, 
Conformable  as  other  Houfhold  Kates; 
Here  comes  your  Father,  never  make  Denial,' 
I  mult  and  will  have  Katharine  to  my  Wife. 

Bap.  Now,  Signior  Yttrucbio>  how  fpeed  you  with 
my  Daughter? 

Vet.  How  but  well,  Sir  ?  How  but  well  ? 
It  were  impcinble  1  ihould  fpeed  amifs. 

Bap.  Why  how  now  Daughter  Katharine,    m  your 
Dumps? 

Kaih.  Call  you  me  Daughter  ?  Now  I  promife  you 
You  have  fhew'da  tender  fatherly  Regard, 
To  wilh  me  wed  to  one  half  Lunatick, 
A  madcap  Ruffian,  and  a_fwearing  Jack, 
That  thinks  with  Oaths  to  face  the  matter  out. 

Vet.  Father,  'tis  thus  ;  your  felf  and  all  the  WT arid 
That  taik'dof  her,  have  talk'd  amifs  of  her  ; 
If  file  be  curft,  it  is  for  Policy, 
For  ihe's  not  froward,  but  modefl:  as  the  Dove  : 
She  is  not  hot,  but  temperate  as  the  Morn  ; 
For  Patience  fhe  will  prove  a  fecond  Grijjel, 
And  Rowan  Lucrece  for  her  Chaftity. 
And  to  conclude,  we  have 'greed  fo  well  together, 
That  upon  Sunday  is  the  wedding  Day. 

K^to*  Fll  fee  thee  hang'd  on  Sunday  firft. 

€re.  Hark  :  Petrucbi^&s  fa>  s  {he'll  fee  thee  hang'd  firft. 

Tra.  Is  this  your  Speeding  ?  Nay,  then  good  night  our 
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Pet.  Be  patient,  Gentlemen.  I  chufe  her  for  my  felf, 
If  fhe  and  I  be  pleas'd,  what's  that  to  you? 
Tis  bargain'd  'twixt  us  twain  being  alone, 
That  fhe  fhall  frill  be  curft  in  Company. 
I  tell  you  'tis  incredible  to  believe 
How  much  fhe  loves  me;  oh  the  kindefl:  Rat?  ! 
She  hung  about  my  Neck,  and  kifsand  kils 
S^evy'd  fofaft,  protefting  Oath  on  Oath, 
That  in  a  twlnk  lhe  won  me  to  her  Love. 
Oh  you  are  Novices  :  'tis  a  World  to  fee 
How  tame,  when  Men  and  Women  are  alone, 
A  meacock  Wretch  can  make  the  curded  Shre^v; 
Give  me  thy  Hand,  Kate,  I  will  unto  Venice* 
To  buy  Apparel  'gainft  the  Wedding  Day ; 
Provide  the  feaft,  Father,  and  bid  the  Guefts, 
I  will  be  fure  my  Katberine  fliall  be  fine. 

Bap.  I  know  not  what  to  fay,  but  give  me  your  Hands, 
God  fend  you  Joy,  Petruckio*  'tis  a  Match. 

Gre.  Tra.  Amen  fay  we,  we  will  be  W  itneffes. 

Pet.  Father,  and  Wife,  and  Gentlemen,  adieu, 
I-  will  to  Venice ,  Sunday  conies  apacea 
We  will  have  Rings  and  Things,  and  fine  Array; 
And  kits  me  Kate*  we  will  be  married  a  Sunday. 

\_Ex.  Petruchio  and  Katharina* 

Gre.  Was  ever  Match  clapt  up  fo  fuddenly  ? 

Bap.  Faith,  Gentlemen,  now  I  play  a  Merchant's  Part, 
And  venture  madly  on  a  defperate  Mart. 

Tra.  'TwasaCommodity  lay  fretting  by  you  , 
Twill  bring  you  Gain,  or  perifhon  the  Seas. 

Bap.  The  Gain  I  feek,  is  quiet  in  the  Match. 

Grt.  No  doubt  but  he  hath  got  a  quiet  Catch : 
But  now  Baptifta,  to  your  younger  Daughter, 
Now  is  the  Day  we  have  long  looked  for; 
I  am  your  Neighbour,  and  was  Suitor  firfK 

Tra.  And  I  am  one  that  love  Biayua  more 
Than  Words  can  witnei?,  or  your  Thoughts  carr  guefs* 

Gre.  Youngling*  thou  canft  not  love  (b  Dear  as  \. 

Tra.  Grey-beard,  thy  Love  doth  freeze. 

Gre.  But  thine  doth  fry. 
Skrpper,  ftand  back  \  'Tis  Age  that  nourilheth* 
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Tra.  But  Youth  in  ladies  eyes  that  flouriiheth. 
Bap.  Content  you  Gentlemen,  I  will  compound  this 
Strife ; 

I  'Tis  Deeds  mud  win  the  Prize,  and  he  of  both 
That  can  allure  my  Daughter  greateft  Dcwer, 
Shall  have  Biancas  Love. 

Say,  Signior  Gremio,  what  can  you  affure  her  ? 

Gre.  Firfl,  as  you  know,  my  Houle  within  the  City  iS 
Is  richly  furniilied  with  Plate  and  Gold, 
Bafons  and  Ewers  to  lave  her  dainty  Hacds: 
'My  Hangings  ail  of  lyrian  Tapeftry ; 
In  Ivory  Coffers  I  have  ftuft  my  Crowns ; 
In  CyprefsChefts  my  Arras,  Counterpanes, 
Cofliy  Apparel,  Tents  and  Canopies, 
Tine  Linnen,  Turkey  Culhions  boil  with  Pearl, 
"Vallens  of  Venice  Gold,  in  Needle-work; 
Fewterand  Brafs,  and  all  things  that  belong 
To  Houfe,  or  Houfe-keeping  :  Then  at  my  Farm 
T  have  a  hundred  Milch-kine  to  the  Pail, 
Sixlcore  fat  Oxen  Handing  in  my  Stalls ; 
And  all  things  anfwerable  to  this  Portion. 
Jvly  felf  am  ftrookin  Years,  I  mud  confeis, 
And  if  I  die  to  Morrow,  this  is  hers, 
If  whilft  I  live  flie  will  be  only  mine. 

Tra.  That  only  came  well  in  :  Sir,  lift  to  me-; 
I  am  my  Father's  Heir,  and  only  Son; 
If  I  may  haVe  your  Daughter  to  my  Wire, 
Til  leave  herHoufes  three  or  four  as  good, 
Within  rich  Tlfa  Walls,  as  any  one 
Old  Signior  Gremio  has  in  Vadua ; 
Befides  two  thoufand  Ducats  by  the  Year 
Of  fruitful  Land  ;  all  which  fhall  be  her  Jointure, 
W  hat  have  I  pinch'd  you  Signior  Gremio  ? 

Gre.  Two  thoufand  Ducats  by  the  Year  of  Larxt  I 
My  Land  amounts  not  to  fo  much  in  all  r 
Thatlhe  fliall  have,  befides  an  Argcfie 
That  now  is  lying  in  Marfellies  Road. 
W  hat  have  I  choak'd  you  with  an  Argofie  ? 

Tra.  Gremio)  'tis  well  known  my  Father  hath  nolefs- 
Than  three  great  Argo[ie^  befides  two  great  GaUiaJJes* 

And 
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And  twelve  tight  GalHes ;  thefe  I  will  affure  her, 
And  twice  as  much,  whatever  thou  orFer'lt  next. 

Gre.  Nay,  I  have  offer' d  all ;  I  have  no  more  ; 
And  fhecan  have  no  more  than  all  I  have  ; 
If  you  like  me,  Hie  fliall  have  me  and  mine. 

Tra.  Why  then  the  Maid  is  mine  from  all  the  World 
By  your  firm  Promife?  Grtmlo  is  out-vied. 


And  let  your  Father  make  her  the  Aliurance, 
She  is  your  own,  elfe  you  muft  pardon  me  : 
If  you  lhou»d  die  before  him,  where's  her  Dower? 
Tra,  t  hat's  but  a  Cavil,  he  is  old,  1  young. 
Gre.  And  may  not  young  Men  die  as  well  as  old  ? 
Bap*  Well,  Gentle. r.en,  I  am  thus  refolv'd, 
On  Sunday  next,  you  know, 
My  Daughter  Katharine  is  to  be  married  : 
Now  on  the  Sunday  following  ihall  Bianca 
Be  Bnde  to  j  ou,  if  you  make  this  Aliurance  ; 
If  not,  to  Signior  Grem'io : 

And  fo  I  take  my  leave,  and  thank  you  both,  [Ex!i 
Gre.  Adieu  good  Neighbour.    Now  I  fear  thee  hot: 
Sirrah,  young  Gamefter,  your  Father  were  a  Fool 
To  give  thee  all;  and  in  his  waining  Age 
Tofet  foot  under  thy  Table  ;  tut,  a  Toy; 
An  old  Italian  Fox  is  not  fo  kind  my  Boy.  [Exl 

Tra.  A  Vengeance  on  your  crafty  withered  Hide  j 
Yet  I  have  ue'd  it  with  a  Card  of  ten: 
'Tis  in  my  Head  to  do  my  Mafter  good ; 
I  fee  no  Reatbn,  but  fuppos'd  Lucentio 
May  get  a  Father  calFd  fuppos'd  Vincentio; 
And  that's  a  Wonder  ;  Fathers  commonly 
Do  get  their  Children ;  but  in  this  Cafe  of  wooing, 
A  Child  (hall  get  a  Sire,  if  I  fail  not  of  my  Cunning* 
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AC   T   III.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

E/2fcr  Lucentio,  Hci  tenno,  and  Bianca. 

Luc.  17s  Idler,  forbear;  you  grow  too  forward.  Sir: 
JT     Have  you  fo  ioon  forgot  the  Entertainment 
Her  Siller  Katharine  welcom'd  you  withal  ? 

Her.  But  w  angling  Pedant,  this  is 
The  Patroncfs  of  Heav'nly-Harmony; 
i  h.  d  give  me  leave  to  have  Prerogative ; 
Ana  when  in  W  ufick  we  have  (pent  an  Hour, 
Your  Lecture  fhall  have  Leifure  for  as  much. 

luc.  Preponerous  Af?,  that  never  read  ib  tar,. 
To  know  the  caufe  why  M  ufick  was  ordain' cU 
Was  it  net  to  refreih  the  Mind  of  Man. 
After  his  Studies,  or  his  ufual  Pain  ? 
Then  give  me  leave  to  read  Philofophy, 
And  while  I  paufe,  ferve  in  your  Harmony. 

Her.  Sirrah,  I  will  not  bear  thefe  Biaves  of  thine- 

Bian.  W  hy,  Gentlemen,  you  do  me  double  Wrongs 
To  ftrive  for  that  which  refteth  in  my  Choice  : 
I  am  no  breeching  Scholar  in  the  Schools; 
Til  not  be  ty'd  to  Hours,  nor  pointed  Tirnes, 
But  learn  my  Leflbns  as  i  pleafe  my  felr  ^ 
A  nd  to  cut  off  all  Strife,  here  fit  we  down, 
Take  you  your  Inftrument,  play  you  the  whiles, 
His  Le&ure  will  be  done  ere  you  have  tun'd. 

Hor.  You  11  leave  his  Lecture  when  I  am  in  Tune 

Zuc.  That  will  be  never:  Tune  your  Initrum^nt. 

Bian..  Where  left  we  laft  ? 

Zuc.  Here,  Madam :  Hie  ibat  Simcis*  hie  eft  Sigcia  teUusy 
Hie  Jieterat  Vriami  regia  eeJfa  fenis. 
Bian.  Conftrue  them. 

Zuc.  Hie  ibaty  As  I  told  you  before,  Stmcis>  I  am  Zu~ 
tentio,  hie  effy  Son  unto  Vincentio  of  Fifa>  Sigeia  tellusy 
difguiied  thus  to  get  your  Love,  hie  fitter at ,  and  that  Lu- 
centio  that  comes  a  wooing,  Vriami>  is  my  'ManTranicy 
tegia>  bearing  my  Port,  eel  fa  Jenis,  that  we  might  be- 
guile the  old  Pantaloon*. 

Sr. 
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Hor.  Madam,  my  Inttrument's  in  tune, 

Bian.  Let's  hear.  O  fie,  the  Treble  jars. 

Luc.  Spit  in  the  Hole  ?  Man,  and  tune  again. 

Bian.  Now  let  me  fee  if  1  can  conftrue  it  :  Hie  ibat  Si- 
nms>  1  know  you  not,  bit  eft  Sigeia  telluSy  I  trutt  you 
not,  hie  fteterat  ¥riamlr  take  heed  he  hear  us  not,  regia, 
prelume  not,  eel  fa  fehis,  defpair  not. 

Hor.  Madam,  'tis  now  in  tune. 

Luc  All  but  the  Bafe. 

Hor.  The  Bafe  is  right  \  'tis  the  bafe  Knave  that  jars. 
How  fiery  and  froward  our  Pedant  is  ! 
Now  for  my  Life  that  Knave  doth  court  my  Love; 
Fedafcule,  I'll  watch  you  better  y  r  : 
In  time  I  may  believe,  yet  I  miihuft. 

Bian.  Miftrutt  it  not,  for  fure  JEacides 
Was  A\ax>  call'd  fo  from  his  Grandfather. 
I  muft  believe  my  Matter,  elfe  i  promifeyotz, 
I  fhould  be  arguing  ftill  upon  that  Doubt; 
But  let  it  reft.    Now  Licho  to  you  : 
Good  Matters,  take  it  not  unkindly,  pray, 
That  I  have  been  thus  pieafant  with  you  both. 

Hor.  You  may  go  w  alk,  and  give  me  leave  a  while  \ 
My  Leflfons  make  no  Mufick  in  three  Parts. 

Luc.  Are  you  lo  formal,  Sir?  well,  I  mud  wait^ 
And  watch  withal ;  for,  but  I  be  deceived, 
Our  fine  Mufician  groweth  amorous. 

Hor.  Madam,  before  you  touch  the  Inftrument, 
To  learn  the  Order  of  my  Fingering, 
I  mutt  begin  with  Rudiments  of  Art, 
To  teach  you  Gamut  in  a  briefer  fort, 
More  pieafant,  pithy,  and  effe&ual, 
Than  hath  been  taught  by  any  of  my  Trade; 
And  there  it  is  in  Writing  fairly  drawn. 

Bian.  Why,  I  am  paft  my  Gamut  long  ago. 

Hor.  Yet  read  the  Gamut  of  Hottenfie. 

Bian.  Gamurlam,  the  Ground  of  all  Accord* 
Are%  to  plead  Hortenfw's  Paffion, 
Beeme,  Bianca,  take  him  for  thy  Lord, 
Cjaui,  that  loves  thee  with  all  Aflfc&ion, 
&  fil  re,  one  Cliff,  twa  Notes  have  I, 
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^     xiian?i.  Show  Pity,  or  I  die. 
Call  you  thisGamut?  Tut,  Ilikeitnot; 
Old  Falhions  pleale  mebeft;  I  am  not  fo  nice 
To  change  true  Rules  for  new  Inventions* 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Scrv,  Mi{lrefs3your  Father  prays  you  leave  your  Books, 
And  help  to  drefsyour  Siller's  Chamber  up  ; 
You  know  to  Morrow  is  the  Wedding-day. 

Bian.  Farewell  fvveet  Mailers  both;  I  mud  be  gone»£.Ex. 

Luc.  Faith  Miftrefs,  then  I  have  no  caufe  to  (lay.  [Ex, 

Hor.  But  I  have  caufe  to  pry  into  this  Pedant ; 
Methinkshe  looks  as  tho'  he  were  in  love  : 
Yet  if  Thoughts,  Bianca>  befo  humble 
To  caftthy  wandring  Ejes  cn  every  Stale  ; 
Seize  thee  that  lift ;  if  once  I  find  thee  ranging, 
Htrtenfio  will  be  quit  of  thee  by  changing.  [Exit. 
Enter  Baptifta,   Gremio,  Tranio,  Ka^.harina,  Lucentio, 
Bianca,  and  Attendants* 

Bap.  Signlor  Lucentio,  this  is  the  pointed  Day 
That  Kdtherine  and  Petrucbio  fliouid  be  married ; 
And  yet  we  hear  not  of  our  Son-in-law, 
What  will  be  faid  ?  what  Mockery  will  it  be, 
To  want  the  Bridegroom  when  the  Pried  attends 
To  fpeak  the  ceremonial  Rites  of  Marriage? 
What  fays  Lucentio  to  this  Shame  of  ours  ? 

Katb.  No  Shame  but  mine;  Imuft,  forfooth,  be  fore'd 
To  give  my  Hand  oppos'd  againfl  my  Heart, 
Unto  a  mad-brain  Rudesby,  full  of  Spleen. 
Who  woo'din  hafte,  and  means  to  wed  at  leifure. 
I  told  you  I,  he  was  a  frantick  Fool. 
Hiding  his  bitter  Jeftsin  blunt  Behaviour: 
And  to  be  noted  for  a  merry  Man, 
-  He'll  woo  a  thoufand,  point  the  Day  of  Marriage, 
Make  Friends,  invite,  yes,  and  proclaim  the  Banes^ 
Yet  never  means  to  wed  where  he  hath  woo' d. 
Now  muft  the  World  point  at  poor  Katherine> 
And  fay,  lo  there  is  mad  Petrucbio's  Wife, 
If  it  would  pleafe  him  come  and  marry  her. 

Tra.  Patience,  good  Katherine^  and  Bapti(iatoo\ 
Upon  my  Life  Ftfrucbio  means  but  well* 
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Whatever  Fortune  (U)s  him  from  his  word, 
1  rn'  he  be  blunt,  I  know  him  palling  wife  \ 
Tho'  he  be  merry,  yet  withal  heshoneft. 

Kath.  Would  Katberine  had  never  teen  him  tho\ 

[Exit  vceeping. 

Bap.  Go,  Girl;  f  cannot  blame  thee  now  to  weepj 
For  fuch  an  Injury  would  vex  a  Saint, 
Much  more  a  ahrew  of  thy  impatient  Humour. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Blo».  Matter,  Matter,  old  News,  and  fuch  News  as 
you  never  heard  of* 

Bap.  Is  it  new  and  old  too?  how  may  that  be  ? 

Bien.  Why 5  is  it  not  News  to  hear  of  Petrucbios  coming  ? 

Bap.  Is  he  come? 

Bun.  Why  no  Sir. 

Bap.  What  then? 

Bion.  He  is  coming. 

Bap.  W7hen  will  he  be  here? 

Bion.  When  he  (lands  where  I  am,  and  fees  you  there. 

Ira.  But  fay,  what  to  thine  old  News  ? 

Bion.  Why  Vetruchio  is  coming  in  a  new  Hat  and  an  old 
Jerkin;  a  Pair  of  old  Breeches  thrice  turn'd;  a  pair  of 
"  Boots  that  have  been  Candle-Cafes,  one  buckled,  another 
lac'd  ;  an  old  rufty  Sword  ta'en  out  of  the  Town- Armory, 
with  a  broken  Hilt,  and  Chapelefs,  with  two  broken  Points* 
his  Horfe  hip'd  with  an  old  mothy  Saddle,  the  Stirrops  of 
no  Kindred ;  befides  pofTeft  with  the  Glanders,  and  like  to 
mofe  in  the  Chine,  troubled  with  the  LampafTe,  infe&ed 
with  the  Fafhions,  full  of  Windgalls,  fped  with  Spavins, 
raied  with  the  Yellows,  pad  Cure  of  the  Hves,ftark  fpoiled 
with  the  Staggars,  begnawn  with  the  Bots,  waid  in  the 
Back,  andfhoulder-fhotten,  near-leg' d  before,  and  with  a 
half  checkt  Bit,  and  a  Headftall  of  cheep's  Leather,  which 
being  reftrain'd  to  keep  him  from  Humbling,  hath  been 
often  burft,  and  now  repaired  with  Knots;  one  Girt  fix 
times  piec'd,  and  a  Woman's  Crupper  of  Velure3  which 
hath  two  Letters  for  her  Name,  fairly  let  down  in  Studs, 
and  here  and  there  piec'd  with  packthread. 
Bap.  Who  comes  with  him? 

BUnl 
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Blcn.  Oh  Sir,  his  Lackey 9  for  all  the  World  caparifon'd 
like  the  Horfe,  with  a  linnen  Stocking  on  one  Leg,  and  a  ker- 
fey  Boot-hofe  on  the  other>garter'd  with  a  red  and  blue  Lift, 
an  old  Hat,  and  the  Humour  of  forty  Fancies  prickt  up  in 
it  for  a  Feather:  A  Monfter,  a  very  Monfter  in  Apparel, 
arid  not  like  a  Chriftian  Foot-boy,  or  Gentleman's  Lackey, 

Tra.  'lis  lbmeodd  Humour  prickshimto  thisFafhion; 
Yet  oftentimes  he  goes  hut  mean  Apparell'd. 

Bap.  I  am  glad  he's  come,  howfoever  he  comes. 

Bion.  Why  Sir,  he  comes  not. 

Bap.  Didft  thou  not  lay  he  comes  ? 

Bion.  V;  ho  ?  that  Petrucbio  came  ? 

Bap.  Ay,  that  Petrucbio  came. 

Bion.  No,  Sir;  I  fay  his  Horfe  comes  with  him  on  his 
Back. 

Bap.  Why  that's  all  one. 

Bion.  Nay,  by  St.  Jamy^  I  hold  you  a  Penny 
A  Horfe  and  a  Man  is  mere  than  one,  and  yet  not  many. 
Etf.'er  Petruchio  and  Grumio  fantafiically  habited. 

Pet.  Come,  where  be  thefe  Gallants,  who's  at  Home  ? 

Bap.  You  are  welcome,  Sir. 

Pet.  And  yet  I  come  not  well. 

Bap.  And  yet  )  ou  halt  not. 

Tra.  N  ot  fo  well  Apparell'd  as  I  wlfli  you  were. 

Pet.  Were  it  better,  i  ihouldrufh  in  thus, 
But  where  is  Kate  ?  where  i?  my  lovely  Bride? 
How  does  my  Father?  Gentles,  methinksyou  frown* 
And  tfWeforegaxe  this  goodly  Company, 
Asif  they  fa  w  lb  me  wondrous  Monument, 
Some  Comet,  or  unumal  Prodigy  ? 

Bap*  A  hy,  Sir,  you  kn  w  this  is  your  Wedding-days. 
Firlt  were  we  fad,  fearing  you  would  not  come, 
Now  fabler:,  that  you  come  fo  unprovided. 
Fie,  don?  this  Habit,  lhame  toyourEftate, 
An  Eye-fore  to  our  folemn  Feftival. 

Tra.  A*d  tell  us  what  Occafionof  Import 
Hath  all  fo  long  detain'd  you  from  your  Wife, 
And  fent  you  hither  fo  unlike  your  felf  { 

Pet.  I  edious  it  were  to  tell,  and  harfh  to  hear  2. 
Sufficeth  I  am  come  to  keep  my  Word,  ' 
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Tho'  in  f>me  Part  enforced  to  digrefs, 

Which  at  more  Leifure  I  will  lb  excufe, 

As  ?6u  ihall  well  be  fatisfied  withal. 

Put  where  is  Kate?  I  flay  too  long  from  her; 

The  Morning  wears;  'tis  time  we  were  at  Church, 

'Ira.  See  not  your  Bride  in  thefe  unreverent  Robes; 
Go  to  my  Chamber,  put  on  Cloaths  of  mine. 

Tet.  Not  I;  believe  me,  thus  I'll  vifit  her. 

Bap.  Tut  thus^  I  trull,  you  will  not  marry  her. 

Tet.  Good  footh,  even  thus;  therefore  ha'  done  with 
Words ; 

To  me  (he's  married,  not  unto  my  Clothes: 

Could  I  repair  whatfhe  will  wear  in  me, 

As  I  could  change  thefe  poor  Accoutrements, 

'Xwerc  well  for  Kate,  and  better  for  my  felf. 

But  what  a  Fool  am  i  to  chat  with  you, 

W  hen  I  lhould  bid  good  Morrow  to  my  Bride, 

And  leal  the  Title  with  a  lovely  Kifs?  [Exit. 

Ira.  He  hath  Ibme  meaning  in  his  mad  attire  : 
We  will  petuiadebim,  be  it  p^ffible, 
-To  put  on  better  e're  he  go  to  Church. 
.  2:ap.  HI  after  him,  and  fee  the  Event  of  this.  [Exit* 

Tra.  But,  Sir,  Love  concerneth  us  to  add 
Her  Father's  liking  ;  which  to  bring  to  pats. 
As  before  I  imparted  to  your  Worihip, 
I  am  to  get  a  Man,  what  e'er  he  be 
It  skills  not  much,  we  11  fit  him  to  our  Turn, 
And  he  ihall  be  Vincentio  ofPifa, 
And  make  Aflurance  here  in  Padua, 
Of  greater  Sums  than  1  have  promiled: 
So  ihall  you  quietly  enjoy  your  Hope, 
And  marry  fweet  Bianca  with  Content. 

Luc.  Were  it  not  that  my  fellow  School-mailer 
Doth  watch  Bianca  s  Steps  io  narrowly, 
'Twere  good  methinksto  fteal  our  Marriage; 
Which  once  perform'd  let  all  the  World  lay  no, 
I'll  keep  mine  own,  defpight  of  ail  the  World. 

Tra.  That  by  Decrees  we  mean  to  luok  into, 
And  watch  our  Vantage  in  this  Bufinels  : 
We'll  over-reach  the  Gray-beard  Gremio* 

The 
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The  narrow  prying  Father  Minola* 
The  quaint  Mufician  amorous  Llcio  • 
All  for  my  Matter  s  fake  Lucentio. 

Enter  Gremio. 
Signior  Gremoj  came  you  from  the  Church  ? 

Gre.  As  willingly  as  e'er  I  came  from  School. 

Tra.  And  is  the  Bride  and  Bridegroom  coming  home  ? 

Gre.  A  Bridegroom  fay  you  ?  '  Tis  a  Groom  indeed^ 
A  grumbling  Groom,  and  that  the  Girl  fliall  find, 

Tra.  Curlier  than  ihe  ?  why  tis  impoffible. 

Gre.  Why  he's  a  Devil,  a  Devil,  a  very  Fiend. 

Tra.  Why  fhe'saDevil,  a  Devil,  the  Devil's  Dam. 

Gre.  Tut,  Ihe's  a  Lamb,  a  Dove,  a  Fool  to  him. 
I'll  tell  you,  Sir  Lucentio^  when  the  Prieft 
Should  ask  \\TLaiherine  fliould  be  his  Wife  ? 
Ay,  by  Gogs-woons,  quoth  he;  and  fworefo  loud* 
That,  all  atrial' d,  the  Prieft  let  fall  the  Book; 
And  as  heftoop'd  again  to*  take  it  up, 
This  mad-brain'd  Bridegroom  took  him  fuch  a  Cuff, 
That  down  fell  Prieft  and  Book,  and  Book  and  Prieft. 
Now  take  them  up,  quoth  he,  if  any  lift. 

Tra.  What  faid  the  Wench,  when  he  role  up  again? 

Gre.  Trembled  and  fhook ;  for  why, he  ftamp'd  and  i\vore3 
As  if  the  Vicar  meant  to  cozen  him. 
But  after  many  Ceremonies  done, 
He  caljsfor  Wine:  A  Health,  quoth  he;  as  if 
He  had  been  Aboard  carowzing  to  his  Mates 
After  a  Storm ;  qua  ft  off  the  Mufcadel, 
And  threw  the  Sups  all  in  the  Sexton's  Face  ; 
Having  no  other  Reafon,  but  that  his  Beard 
Grew  thin  and  hungeriy.,  and  feenf  d  to  ask 
His  Sops  as  he  was  drinking.    This  dene,  he  took 
The  Bride  about  the  Neck,  and  kift  her  Lips 
With  fuch  a  clamorous  Smack,  that  at  the  Parting 
Ail  the  Church  did  Eccho  ;  and  1  feeing  this, 
Came  thence  for  very  Shame  ;  and  after  me 
I  know  the  Routis  coming  :    Such  a  mad  Marriage 
Never  was  before.  Hirk,  bark,  I  hear  theMinftrels  play. 

[Mufick  plays. 


Enter- 
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pntcr  Petruchio,  Katharina,  Bianca,  Hortenfio,  and 
Baptifta. 

Pet.  Gentlemen  and  Friends,  I  thank  you  for  your 
Pains: 

I  know  you  think  to  dine  with  me  to  Day, 
And  have  prepared  great  Store  of  wedding  Chcjr ; 
But  fo  it  is,  my  Kafte  doth  call  me  hence ; 
And  therefore  here  I  mean  to  take  my  Leave, 

Bap.  Is't  pofTible  you  will  away  to  Night? 

Pet.  I  mull  away  to  Day,  before  Night  come: 
Make  it  no  Wonder ;  if  you  knew  my  Buiineis, 
You  would  intreat  me  rather  go  than  (lay. 
And  honed  Company,  1  thank  you  all, 
That  have  beheld  me  give  away  myfeif 
To  this  moft  patient,  fweet  and  viriuous  Wife  : 
Dine  with  my  Father,  drink  a  Health  to  me, 
Fori  irmft  hence,  and  farewelto  you  all. 

Tra.  Let  us  intreat  you  flay  'till  after  Dinner. 

Pet.  It  may  not  be. 

Gre.  Let  me  intreat  you. 

Pet.  It  cannot  be. 

Kath.  Let  me  intreat  you. 

Pet.  I  am  content. 

Kath.  Are  you  content  to  ftay  ? 

Pet.  I  am  content  you  lhall  intreat  me  (lay ; 
But  yet  not  ftay,  intreat  me  how  you  can. 

Kath,  Now,  if  you  love  me,  ftay. 

Pet.  Grumio>  my  Horfes. 

Gru.  Ay,Sir,thcybe  ready;  theOatshave  eaten  theHcrfes. 

Kath.  Nay  then 
Do  what  thou  canft,  I  will  not  go  to  Day  ; 
No  nor  to  Morrow,  nor 'till  1  pleaie  my  fdfz 
T  he  Door  is  open,  Sir,  there  lyes  your  Way, 
You  may  be  jogging  whiles  )  our  Boots  are  green> 
Pit  me,  I'll  not  be  gone 'till  I  pleafe  my  fett: 
'Tis  like  you'll  prove  a  joVy  furly  Groom, 
That  take  it  oa  you  at  me  firlt  fo  roundly. 

Pet.  O  Kcte,  content  thee  ;  prethec  be  not  angry. 

Kath.  i  will  be  angry    what  hail  thou  to  do  ? 
Father  be  quiet ;  he  lhall  ftay  my  Lealure. 

Gre.  Ay,  marry  Sir,  now  it  begins  to  wo  k. 

Kath, 
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Katb.  Gentlemen,  forward  to  the  Bridal-dinnerr 
I  fee  a  v*  oman  may  be  made  a  Fool, 
If  fhe  had  not  a  >pirit  to  refill:. 

Pet.  i  hey  ihall  go  forward,.  Kate,  at  thy  Command. 
Obey  the  Bride,  you  that  attend  on  her: 
Go  to  the  Feait,  revel  and  domineer  ; 
Carowfe  full  Meafure  to  her  Maiden-head  ; 
Be  mad  and  merry,  or  go  hang  yourlelves; 
But  for  my  bonny  Kate,  fhe  muft  with  me. 
Nay,  look  not  big,  nor  (lamp,  nor  ftare,  not  fret, 
I  will  be  Mailer  of  what  is  mine  own; 
She  is  my  Goods,  my  '  battles,  fhe  is  my  Haufe, 
My  Houlbold  ituft\  my  Field,  my  Barn, 
My  Horfe,  my  Ox,  my  A  is,  my  any  thing; 
And  here  fhe  ftands,  touch  her  who  ever  dare  ; 
I'll  bring  my  Action  on  the  proudeft  he, 
That  flops  my  way  in  Padua:  Gruwhy 
Draw  forth  thy  Weapon ;  we  are  befet  with  Thieves  ; 
Relcue  thy  Miftrefs  if  thou  be  a  Man  : 
Fear  not,  fweet  W  ench'  they  ihall  not  touch  thee,  Kaie\ 
I'll  buckler  thee  a^ainft  a  Million. 

£Exe.  Pet.  WKath. 

Safm  Nay,  let  them  go,  a  couple  of  quiet  ones. 

Gre.  Went  they  not  quickly,  1  fhould  die  with  Laugh- 
ing. 

Tra.  Of  all  mad  Matches,  never  was  the  like. 

Luc.  Miftrefs,  what's}  our  Opinon  of  your  Sifter  ? 

B :an.  That  being  mad  her  felti  fhe's  madly  mated. 

Gre.  I  war  ant  him  Petrucbio  is  Rated. 

Bap.  Neighbours  and  Friends,  tho'  £ride  and  Bride- 
groom wants 
For  to  fupply  the  Places  at  the  Table ; 
You  know  there  wants  no  Junkets  at  the  Feaft  : 
Zucentio,  you  fhall  fupply  the  Bridegroom's  Place* 
And  let  Bianca  take  her  Sifter's  room. 

Tra.  Shall  fweet  Blanc  a  practice  how  to  Bride  it  ? 

Bap.  She  ihall^  Lucentlc:  Come,  Gentlemen,  let's  go. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Grumio, 
Gru.  Fie,  fie  on  all  tired  Jades,  on  all  mad  Mafters, 
and  all  foul  ways :  W7as  ever  Man  fo  beaten?  was  ever 

Man 
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Man  fo  raide  ?  was  ever  Man  lb  weary  ?  I  am  fent  before 
to  make  a  Fire.,  and  they  are  coming  after  to  warm  them  : 
Now  were  I  not  a  little  Pot,  and  foon  hot,  my  very  Lips 
might  freeze  to  my  Teeth,  my  Tongue  to  the  Roof  of  my 
Mouth,  my  Heart  in  my  Belly,  ere  I  fhould  come  by  a 
Fire  to  thaw  me  ;  but  I  with  blowing  the  tire  fliall  warm 
my  felf ;  for  confidering  the  Weather,  a  taller  Man  than 
I  will  take  cold :  Holla,  hoa,  Curtis  ! 

Enter  Curtis. 

Cur.  Who  is  it  that  calls  fo  coldly  ? 

Gru.  A  Piece  of  Ice.  If  thou  doubt  it,  thou  may' ft  Aide 
from  my  Shoulder  to  nay  Heel,  with  no  greater  a  run  but 
ray  head  and  my  Neck.    A  Fire,  good  Curtis. 

Curt.  Is  my  Mafter  and  his  Wife  coming,  Grumi.  ? 

Gruni.  Oh  ay,  Curtis,  ay;  and  therefore  tire,  Fire, 
C21I  on  no  Water. 

Curt.  Is  Ihe  fo  hot  a  Shrew  as  fhe's  reported  ? 

Gru.  She  was,  good  Curtis,  before  the  Froft  ;  but  thou 
know'!!  Winter  tames  Man,  Woman  and  Bead,  for  it  hath 
tam'd  my  old  Mafter,  and  my  new  Miftrefs,  and  my  (elf, 
fellow  Curtis. 

Curt.  Away,  you  three  inch'd  Fool;  lam  no  Beaft. 

Gru.  Am  1  but  three  inches?  why  thy  Horn  is  a  Foot, 
and  fo  Ion;  am  I  at  theleaft.  But  wilt  thou  make  a  Fire, 
or  lhall  I  complain  on  thee  to  our  Miftrefs,  whofe  Hand, 
lhe  being  now  at  Hand,  thou  lhalt  foon  feel  to  thy  cold 
Comfort,  being  flow  in  thy  hot  Office. 

Curt.  I  prethee,  good  Grumio,  tell  me,  how  goes  the 
"World? 

Gru.  A  cold  World,  Curtis,  in  every  Office  but  thine  ; 
and  therefore  Fire:  Do  thy  Duty,  and  have  thy  Duty  ; 
for  my  Mafter  and  Miftrefs  are  almcft  frozen  to  Death. 

Curt.  There's  Fire  ready  \  and  therefore,  goo&Grumioy 
the  News. 

Gru.  Why,  Jack  Boy,  ho  Boy,  and  as  much  News  as 
thou  wilt. 

Curt.  Come,  you  are  fo  full  of  Conycatching. 

Gru.  Why  therefore  Fire;  for  I  have  caught  extream 
cold.  Where's  the  Cook  is  Supper  ready,  the  Houfe 
trimrnd,  Rufhes  ftrew'd,  Cobwebs  fwept,  the  Serving- 
men 
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men  in  their  new  Fuftian,  their  white  Stockings,  and  eve- 
ry Officer  his  wedding  Garment  on?  Be  the  Jacks  fair 
within,  the  Jills  fair  without,  Carpets  laid,  and  every 
thing  in  order  ? 

Curt.  All  ready:  And  therefore  I  pray  thee  what  News? 

Gru.  Firftj  know  my  Horfe  is  tired,  my  Mafter  ani 
Miftrefs  fall'n  out. 

Curt.  How? 

Gru.  Out  of  their  Saddles  into  the  Dirt  ;  and  thereby 
hangs  a  Tale. 

Curt.  Let  s  ha't  good  Grumio. 
Gru.  Lend  thine  Ear. 
Curt.  Here. 

Gru.  There.  [Strikes  him* 

Curt.  This  is  to  feel  a  Tale,  not  to  hear  a  Tale. 

Gru.  And  therefore  'tis  called  a  fenfible  Tale  ;  and  this 
Cuff  was  but  to  knock  at  your  Ear,  and  befeech  liftning. 
Now  I  begin:  Imprimis  we  came  down  a  foul  Hill,  my 
Mafter  riding  behind  my  Miftrefs. 

Curt*  Both  on  one  Horfe  ? 

Gru.  What's  that  to  thee? 

Curt.  Why  a  Horfe. 

Gru.  Tell  thou  the  Tale.  But  hadft  thou  not  croft  me, 
thou  fliould  ft  have  heard  how  her  Horfe  fell,  and  Ihe  un- 
der her  Horfe;  thou  fhould'ft  have  heard  in  how  miery  a 
place,  and  how  fhe  was  bemoil'd,  how  he  left  her  with 
the  Horfe  upon  her,  how  he  beat  me  hecaufe  her  Horfe  i 
ftumbled,  how  fhe  waded  through  the  Dirt  to  pluck 
him  off  me  ;  how  he  (wore,  how  Ihe  pray'd  that  never 
pray'd  before ;  how  I  cry'd,  how  the  Horfes  ran  away, 
how  her  Bridle  wTas  burft,  how  I  loft  my  Crupper;  with 
many  things  of  worthy  Memory,  which  now  lhall 
die  in  oblivion,  and  thou  return  unexperiene'd  to  thy 
Grave. 

-Curt.  By  this  reckoning  he  is  more  Shrew  than  Ihe. 
Gru.  Ay,  and  that  thou  and  the  prcudeft  of  you  all 
fliall  find  when  he  comes  home.  But  what  talk  I  of  this  ? 
Call  forth  Nathaniel,  Jeftpb,  Nicholas,  Philip,  Walter* 
Sag  ipj  and  the  reft :  Let  their  Heads  be  fleekly  comb'd, 
their  blue  Coats  brufh'd,  and  their  Garters  of  an  indiffer- 
ent knit ;  let  them  curtfte  with  their  left  Legs,  and  not 

prefurne 
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prefume  to  touch  a  hair  of  my  Matter's  Horfe  Tail,  'till 
they  kits  their  Hands.    Are  they  all  ready  ? 

Curt.  They  are, 

Gru.  Call  them  forth. 

Curt.  Do  you  hear  ho?  Youmuft  meet  my  Matter,  to 
Countenance  my  Mitt  re  fs, 

Gru.  Why  {he  hath  a  Face  ofher  own. 
Curt.  Who  knows  not  that  ? 

Gru.  Thou  it  feems,  thatcall'ft  for  Company  to  Coun- 
tenance  hei. 

Curt.  I  call  them  forth  to  Credit  her. 

Enter  four  cr  five  Serving-men. 

Gru.  Why  fhe  comes  to  borrow  nothing  of  them. 

Nat.  Welcome  home,  Grumio* 

Phil.  How  now,  Grumio? 

Jof.  What  Grumio  I 

Nic  Fellow  Grumio  \ 

Natb.  How  now,  old  Lad. 

Gru.  W7elcome  you  ;  how  now  you;  what  you;  faHoff 
you  ;  and  thus  much  for  Greeting.  Now,  my  fpruce 
Companions,  is  all  ready,  and  all  things  neat  ? 

Nat.  All  things  are  ready;  how  near  is  our  Matter  ? 

Gru.  E'en  at  hand,  alighted  by  this ;  and  therefore  be 
not       ■■  Cocks  Paflion,  filence,  I  hear  my  Matter. 
Enter  Petruchio  and  Kate. 

Pet.  Where  be  thefe  Knaves?  What,  no  Man  at  Door 
to  hold  my  Stirrup,  nor  to  take  my  Horfe?  Where  is 
Nathaniel,  Gregory,  Philip? 

M  Ser.  Here  here,  Sir*  here,  Sir. 

Pet*  Here  Sir,  here  Sir,  here  Sir,  here  Sir  ? 
You  loggerheaded  and  unpolilh'd  Grooms: 
What?  00  Attendance  ?  no  Regard?  no  Duty? 
W?here  is  the  foolifh  Knave  I  fent  before  ? 

Gru.  Here  Sir,  as  foolifh  as  I  was  before. 

Pet.  You  Peafant  Swair,  you  VVhorefon,  Malt-horfc 
Drudge* 

Did  not  I  bid  thee  meet  me  in  the  Park, 
And  bring  along  the  rafcal  Knaves  with  thee? 

Gru.  Nathaniel's  Coat,  Sir,  was  not  fully  made  i 
Arid  Gabriel's  Pumps  were  all  unpin'd  i'th'  Heel : 

There 
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There  was  no  Link  to  colour  Peer's  Hat, 
nd  Walter's  Dagger  was  not  come  from  fheatbing: 
here  were  none  fine,  but  Adam,  Ralph,  and  Greg??yy 

The  reft  were  ragged,  old,  and  beggarly, 

Yet  c ib  they  a^e,  they  come  to  meet  you. 

Fct.  Go,  Rafcals,  go  and  fetch  my  Supper  in. 

[Extt  Sfcrv* 

W  here  is  the  Life  that  late  I  led  ? 

Where  are  thole  ?  Sit  down  Kate, 

And  welcome.    Soud,  foud,  foud,  foud. 

Enter  Servants  mtb  Stepper. 
Why  then  I  fa\  r  Nay,  good  fweet  Kate  be  merry. 
Oft  with  my  lioot?,  you  Rogue:  You  Villains  when? 

It  rvjs  the  friar  of  Orders  grey,  £j^5Ex* 
As  be  forth  walked  cn  his  rvay. 
Out  you  kegue,  you  pluck  my  Foot  awry. 
Take  that,  and  mind  the  plucking  effthe  other.  [_Strikcsbim . 
Ee  merry,  Kate-.  come  Water  heie    what  hoa. 

Ent-r  one  with  Writer. 
V- here's  my  Spaniel  Trczlas?  birrah,  get  you  hence, 
And  bia  my  Coufin  Ferdinand  come  hither  : 
One,  Kate,  that  you  muti  kiiV,  and  be  acquainted  with. 
Where  are  my  clippers  ?  (hall  L  have  fome  Water  ? 
Come  Kate,  and  walh,  and  welcome  heartily: 
You  whoreion  \  ii!ain,  will  you  let  it  Fall  ? 

Kat.  Patience,  I  pray  you,  'twas  a  fault  unwilling. 

Fet.  A  whorefon,  beetle-headed,  flat-ear' d  Knave : 
Come,  Kate,  fit  down,  I  know  you  have  a  Stomach. 
W  ill  you  give  i  hanks,  tweet  Kate,  or  elfe  fliall  I  ? 
W hat's this,  Mutton? 

I  Ser.  Ye?. 

V:t.  \  \  ho  brought  it  ? 

Ser.  I. 

Pet.  'Tis  burnt,  and  fo  is  all  the  Meat: 
"What  Dogs  are  thefe  ?  where  is  the  rafcal  Cook  ? 
How  durit  you,  Villains,  bring  it  from  theDreifer, 
K\  d  ferve  it  thus  to  ra:  that  love  it  not  p 
2  here,  take  it  to  you,  Trenchers,  Cups  and  a-l : 

[Tbrotes  the  Meat,  &c.  about  the  Stage. 
You  beedlefs  Jolt-heads,  and  uumanncr'S  Slaves, 
hat,  do  you  grum^e  ?  i'Ll  be  with  vou  ftraight. 

Kat. 
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Kat.  I  pray  you,  Husband,  be  not  fo  difquiet, 
The  Meat  was  well,  if  you  were  fo  contented. 

Pet.  I  tell  thee,  Kate,  'twas  burnt  and  dry'iaway, 
And  I  exprefly  am  forbid  to  touch  it  : 
For  it  engenders  Choler,  planteth  Anger, 
And  better  'twere  that  both  of  us  did  fti>, 
Since  of  our  felves,  ourfelves  are  Cholerick, 
Than  feed  it  with  iuch  over-roafted  Flefli : 
Be  patient,  to  morrow' t  lliall  be  mended, 
And  for  this  Night  we'll  fa  ft  for  Company. 
Come,  I  will  bring  thee  to  thy  Bridal  Chamber. [Exeunt, 
Enter  Servants  feverally. 

Natb.  Peter,  didft  ever  fee  the  like? 

Peter.  He  kills  her  in  her  own  Humour. 

Gru.  Where  is  he  ? 

Enter  Curtis,  a  Servant.  • 

Curt.  In  her  Chamber,  making  a  Sermon  ofContinency 
to  her,  and  rails,  and  i wears,  and  rates;  and  fhe,  poor  Sou/* 
knows  not  which  way  to  ft  and,  to  look,  to  I  peak,  and 
fits  as  one  new  riien  trom  a  Dream.  Away,  away,  for 
tie  is  coming  hither. 

Enter  Petruchio. 
Pet.  Thus  have  I  politickly  begun  my  Reign- 
And  'tis  my  hope  to  end  fucceisfully  : 
My  Faulcon  now  is  fnarp,  and  pafling  empty, 
And  'till  flic  (loop,  ihe  muft  not  be  fullgorg'd, 
For  then  fhe  never  looks  upon  her  Lure. 
Another  way  I  have  to  man  my  Haggard, 
To  make  her  come,  and  know  her  Keeper's  call : 
That  is,  to  watch  her,  as  we  watch  theie  Kites, 
That  bait  and  beat,  and  will  not  be  obedient. 
She  eat  no  Meat  to  Day,  nor  none  fhall  eat. 
Laft  Night  (he  Qept  not,  nor  to  Night  fhall  not : 
As  with  the  Meat,  ibme  undefervred  Fault 
I'll  find  about  the  making  of  the  Bed. 
And  here  I'll  fling  the  Pillow,  there  the  Bolder, 
This  way  the  Coverlet,  another  way  the  Sheets  ; 
Ay,  and  amid  this  hurly  Til  pretend, 
That  all  is  done  in  reverend  Care  of  her, 
And  in  conclufion,  ihe  lhall  watch  all  Night, 

*    C  '  And 
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And  it  flie  chance  to  nod  Til  rail  and  brawl, 
And  with  the  Clamour  keep  her  (Hi]  awake. 
J  his  is  a  way  to  kill  a  Wife  with  Kindnefs, 
And  thus  I'll  curb  her  mad  and  headftrong  Humour. 
He  that  knows  better  how  to  tame  a  Shrew, 
Now  let  him  fpeak,  'tis  Charity  to  ihew.  {jlxit. 
Enter  Tranio  and  Hortenlio. 

Tra.  Ts'tpofTible,  Friend  Lido*  that  Miftrefs  Bianca 
Doth  fancy  any  other  but  Lucentio  ? 
I  tell  you,  Sir,  flie  bears  me  fair  in  hand. 

Hor.  Sir,  to  fatisfie  you  in  what  I  have  fa  id, 
Stand  by,  and  mark  the  manner  of  his  teaching. 

Enter  Bianca  <ztf*f  Lucent io. 

Luc.  Now,  Miftref,  profit  you  in  what  you  read  ? 

Bzan.  V*  hat  Mailer  read  you  firft,  relblve  me  that  r1 

Zuc.  I  read  that  J  profefs,  the  Art  of  Love. 

Bian.  And  may  you  prove,  Sir,  Mailer  ofvcur  Art. 

1  uc.  V\  bile  you,  iweetDear.pt  ove  Miftrefs  or  my  Heart. 

Jior.  Quick  Proceeders  mairy ;  now  tell  me  I  pray, 
you  thatdurft  fwear  that  your  Miftrefs  Bianca  lov'd  none 
in  the  World  fo  well  as  Lucentlo. 

Tra.  Oh  defpightful  Love,  unconftant  Womankind  ! 
I  tell  thee,  Zir/V,  this  is  wonderful. 

H  r.  Miftake  no  more,  I  am  not  Luio^ 
Nor  a  Mufician,  as  i  feem  to  be, 
But  one  that  fcorn  to  live  in  this  Difguife, 
For  fuch  sl  one  as  leaves  a  Gentleman, 
And  makes  a  God  of  fuch  a  Cullion ; 
Know,  Sir,  that  I  am  cah'd  Hcrtenfic. 

Tra.  Signior  Hortenfiv>  I  have  often  heard 
Of  your  entire  Affe&ion  to  Ktanca^ 
.And  iince  mine  Eyes  arewitnefsof  her  Lightnefs, 
I  will  *vith  you,  it  you  be  fo  contented, 
Forlwear  Bianca  and  her  Love  for  ever. 

Hor.  See  how  they  kifs  and  court.    Signior  Lucentio, 
Here  is  my  Hand,  and  here!  firmly  vow 
Never  to  woo  her  more,  but  do  forfwear  her 
As  one  unworthy  all  the  former  Favours 
That  I  have  fondly  flatter' d  her  withaL 

Tra. 
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Tra.  And  here  I  take  the  like  unfeigned  Oath, 
Never  to  marry  with  her,  tho'  fhe  would  entreat, 
t  ie  on  her,  lee  how  beaftly  ihe  doth  court  him. 

Hor.  Would  all  the  World  but  he  had  quite  fori  worn 
For  me,  that  I  may  furely  keep  mine  Oath,  [he/* 
I  will  be  married  to  a  wealthy  Widow, 
Ere  three  dayspafs,  which  has  as  long  lov'd  me, 
As  I  have  lov'd  this  proud  difdainful  Haggard* 
And  fo  farewel,  Signior  Lucentio. 
Kindnefs  in  W7omen,  nor  their  beauteous  Looks, 
Shall  win  my  Love ;  and  fo  I  take  my  leave, 
In  refolution  as  I  fwore  before.  [Ex/7.  Hor. 

Tra.  Miftrefs  Branca,  blefs  you  with  fuch  Grace, 
As  longeth  to  a  Lover  s  bfefted  C&fe  : 
Nay,  I  have  ta'en  you  napping,  gentle  Love, 
And  have  fbrfwofn  you  with  Hortpifio. 

Bran.  Tronic,  you  jeft :   But  have  you  both  forfworn 

me  ?  *6hIH 

Tra.  Miftrefs,  we  have. 

Luc.  Then  we  are  rid  of  Ltcio. 

Tra.  Tfaith  hc'il  have  a  lufty  Widow  now, 
.That  ihall  be  woo'd  and  wedded  in  a  day. 

Bran,  God  give  him  Joy. 

Tra.  Ay,  and  he'll  tame  her. 

Bian*  He  faysfo,  Tranio. 

Tra.  'Faith  he  is  gone  unto  the  taming  School. 

Bian.  The  taming  School  ?  What  is  there  fuch  a  Plac£  f 

Tra.  Ay,  Miftrefs,  and  Pttrucbio  is  the  Mafter, 
That  teacheth  Tricks  eleven  and  twenty  long, 
To  tame  a  Shrew,  and  charm  her  chattering  Tongue. 
Enter  Biondello. 

Bit;;.  Oh  Mafter,  Mafter,  I  have  watch'd  fo  leng. 
That  I  am  Dog-weary;  but  at  lad  I  Vpied 
Ap  ancient  Angel  coming  down  the  Hili 
Will  ferve  the  turn, 

Tra.  W  hat  is  he,  Bi  nd:Uo? 

Bio'i.  Mafter,  a  Marcancnnt,  or  a  Pedant ; 
f  know  not  what;  but  formal  in  Apparel  ; 
In  Gate  and  Countenance  furly,  like  a  Father. 
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Luc.  And  what  ofhim,  TraOz*  ? 

Tra.  If  he  be  credulous,  andtrufl  my  Tale, 
I '11  make  him  glad  to  Teem  lrincenr:oy 
And  give  A  flu  ranee  toBaptifta  Minola> 
As  if  he  were  the  right  Vincentio  : 
Take  me  your  Love,  and  then  let  me  alone. 

££x.  Luc.  AvJBLuj* 

Enter  a  Pedant. 

Fed.  God  fave  you,  Sir. 

Tra.  And  you,  Sir;  you  are  welcome: 
Travel  you  far  on,  or  are  you  at  the  fartheft  ? 

Ted.  Sir,  at  the  fartheft  for  a  Week  or  two; 
But  then  up  farther,  and  as  far  as  Rome  ; 
And  fo  to  Trip  Ij,  if  God  lend  me  Life. 

Tra.  What  Countryman,  1  pray  ? 

Ted.  Of  Mantua. 

Tra.  Of  Mantua^  Sir  ?  marry  God  forbid  ; 
And  come  to  Padua,  carelefsof  your  Life  ? 

Fed.  My  Life,  Sir;  how,  I  pray?  for  that  goes  hard, 

Tra.  'Tis  Death  for  anyone  in  Mantua 
To  come  to  Padua ;  know  you  not  the  Caufe  ? 
YoufShips  are  ftaid  at  Venice^  and  the  Duke, 
For  private  Quarrel  'twixt  your  Duke  and  him, 
Hath  publiih  d  and  proclainfd  it  openly  : 
'Tis  marvel,  but  that  you  are  but  newly  come, 
You  might  have  heard  it  elfe  proclaim'd  about. 

Fed.  Alas,  Sir,  it  is  worfe  for  me  than  lb; 
For  1  have  Bills  for  Money  by  Exchange 
From  Flcrence,  and  muft  here  deliver  thtm. 

Tra.  Well,  S:r,  to  do  you  Courtefk, 
This  will  I  do,  and  this  1  will  advife  you  ; 
Firft  tell  me,  have  you  ever  been  at  Pi  fa  ? 

Fed.  Ay,  Sir,  in  P if  a  have  1  often  been; 
Pifa  renowned  for  grave  Citizens. 

Tra.  Among  them  know  you  one  Vincentio  ? 

Fed.  I  know  him  not,  but  I  have  heard  of  him} 
A  Merchant  of  incomparable  W7ealth. 

Tra.  He  is  my  Father,  Sir;  and  footh  to  fay, 
I:  Lcunt'nanee  fomewhatdoth  refemble  you. 
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E/V;;.  As  much  as  an  Apple  doth  an  Ovfter,  and  all  one. 

Tra.  Toiave  ycur  Life  in  this  Extremity, 
This  Favour  will  I  do  you  for  his  fake ; 
And  think  it  rot  the  worft  of  all  your  Fortunes 
That  you  are  like  to  Sir  Vlnceniio  : 
His  Name  and  Credit  fhal!  you  undertake, 
And  in  my  Houfe  you  fiiali  be  friendly  Lcdg'd  : 
Look  that  you  take  upon  you  as  ycu  ihould. 
You  underftand  me,  Sir :  So  (kail  you  ffay 
'Till  you  have  done  your  Bufineis  in  the  City. 
If  this  be  Ccurt'fie,  Sir,  accept  of  it. 

fed.  Ob,  Sir,  I  do,  and  will  repute  you  ever 
The  Patron  of  my  Life  and  Liberty. 

Tra.  Then  go  with  me  to  make  rhe  matter  good  : 
This  by  the  way  I  let  you  underhand, 
My  Father  is  here  look'd  tofrevery  Day, 
Topafs  affurar.ce  of  a  Dowre  in  >iarriage 
'Twixt  me  and  one  Bapt:Jia'$  Daughter  here  : 
Ir  all  theieCircumitances  I'll  ir.lt  ruft  you  : 
Go  with  m^,  Sir,  to  cloath  you  as  becomes  you.  [Exeani 

ACT|V.        SCENE  I. 

Enter  Katharir.a  and  Grumlo. 

Gr«.  ^^T^  no>  Fcrfuoth,  I  c£~e  not  for  mv  Life. 
X\   Katb.  The  more  my  Wroi:g  ;  the  more  bis 
Spite  appears: 
W  hat,  did  he  marry  me  to  famifh  me  : 
Beggars  that  come  unto  my  Father's  Door, 
L  ponintreaty,  have  a  preient  Alms; 
Jf  not,  eifewhere  they  meet  with  pre  lent  Charity  : 
But  I,  who  never  knew  'now  tointreat, 
Nor  never  needed,  that  I  fhouM  intreat. 
Am  ftarv'd  for  Meat,  giddy  for  lack  of  Sleep  ; 
V\ith  Oaths  kept  waking,  and  with  Brawling  fed; 
And  that  which  fpights  me  more  than  all  thefe  W  ants, 

C  3  :   .  Hs 
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He  does  It  under  name  of  perfect  Love  ; 
As  who  would  fay,  if  I  ftould  deep  or  eat 
'Twere  deadly  Sicknefs,  orelle  prefent  Death  *y 
Tpretheego,  andgecmefome  Repaft  ; 
I  care  not  w  hat,  fia  it  be  wholefome  Food. 

Grtu  Vv  hat  fay  you  to  a  Neat's  Foot  ? 

Koto.  '  T  is  palling  good  ;  I  prithee  let  me  have  it. 

Gru.  I  fear  it  is  too  Flegmatick  a  Meat : 
How  fay  you  to  a  fat  Trip-  finely  broifd  ? 

Katb.  I  like  it  well;  gcod  Gru»:io>  fetch  it  me. 

Gru.  I  cannot  tell,  I  fear  it  isCholerick: 
"What  fay  you  to  a  piece  of  Beef  and  M  uftard  ? 

Kath.  A  Difli  that  I  do  love  to  reed  upon. 

Gru.  Ay,  but  theMuftard  is  too  hot  a  little. 

Katb.  \S  hy  then  the  Bee^  and  btthe  Muftard  reft. 

Gru.  Nay  then  I  will  not;  you  fhall  have  the  Muftard, 
Orelieyou  get  no  Beef  of  Gruwio. 

Katb.  Then  both,  or  one,  or  any  thing  thou  wilt. 

Gru.  Why  then  the  Muftard  without  the  Beef. 

Katb.  Go,  get  thee  gone,  thou  falfe  deluding  Slave, 

[Beats  him. 

That  feed'ft  me  with  the  very  name  of  Meat : 
Sorrow  onihee,  and  all  the  pack  of  yojr 
That  triumph  thus  upon  my  Mifery. 
Go,  get  thee  gone,  I  fay. 

Eni:r  Fetruchio  and  Hortenflo  vaitb  Meat. 

Pjt.  Hew  fares  my  Kate  ?  What,  Sweeting,  all  amort? 

Her.  Miftrefs,  what  cheer  ? 

Katb.  'Faith  as  cold  as  can  be. 

Pet.  Pluck  up  thy  Spirits;  look  cheerfully  upon  m3  ; 
Here  Love,  thou  fee  It  how  diligent  I  am, 
Todreis  thy  Meat  my  felf,  and  bring  it  thee: 
I  am  line  fweet  Kate>  this  Kindnefs  merits  thanks. 
What,  not  a  Word  ?  Nay  then,  thou  lov'it  it  not: 
And  all  my  Painsis  fortedto  no  proof. 
Kere  take  away  the  Difh. 

Katb-  J  pray  \  cu  let  it  (land. 

Pet.  1  be  pcoreft  Service  i^  repaid  with  Thanks, 
And  fa  fhsll  mine  before  you  touch  the  Meat. 

KcU.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Her* 
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Signior  Petruchlo,  fie,  you  are  to  blame: 
Come,  ]v  Jftrefs  Kate,  I'll  bear  youCompanv. 

Pet.  Eat  it  up  all,  Hcrt.nfio^  if  thou  laveft  me, 
Much  good  do  it  unto  thy  gentle  Heart  \ 
Kate>  eat  apace.    And  now  my  honey  Lave, 
Will  we  return  unto  thy  Father's  Hcu  e, 
And  Revel  it  as  bravely  as  the  belt, 
With  ill  ken  Coats,  and  Caps,  and  golden  Rings, 
With  EUifft,  and  Cuffs,  and  Fardingals,  and  things: 
With  Scarfs,  and  Fans,  and  double  change  of  Brav'ry, 
With  Amber  Bracelets,  Beads  and  all  this  Knav'ry. 
What,  h;tft  thou  ditf  d?  The  Taylor  Hays  thy  leiiure, 
To  deck  thy  Body  with  his  ruffling  Treaiure. 

Enter  Taj  1  or. 
Come,  Taylor,  let  us  fee  theie  Ornaments. 

Enter  Haherdafrtr. 
Lay  forth  the  Gown,    What  News  with  you*  Sir  ? 

Hub.  Htre  is  the  Cap  your  Worfhip  did  befpeak. 

Pet.  Why  this  was  moulded  on  a  Porrenger, 
A  Velvet  Diili  *,  Fie,  ffa  'tis  lewd  and  filthy  i 
Why  'tis  a  Cockle  or  a  Wallnut-ihell, 
A  Knack,  a  Toy,  a  Trick,  a  Baby's  Cap. 
Away  with  it,  come,  let  me  have  a  bigger. 

Ka/£.  Tilhave  no  bigger,  this  doth  fit  the-tiuie, 
And  Gentlewomen  wear  i'uch  Caps  astbefe. 

Pet.  When  you  are  gentle,  you  lhall  have  one.too, 
And  not  'till  then. 

Hor.  That  will  not  be  In  hade. 

Y^ath.  W  hy,  Sir,  I  truft  I  may  have  leave  to  fpeak, 
And  ipeak  I  will.    I  am  no  Child,  no  Bahe, 
Your  Betters  have  endur'd  me  fay  my  Mind  ; 
And  if  you  cannot,  b&Qt  you  ftop  your  Ears. 
My  Tongue  will  tell  the  Anger  of  my  Heart, 
Or  elie  my  Heart  concealing  it  will  break: 
And  rather  than  it  fhall,  I  will  be  free, 
Even  to  the  utterrnoft  as  I  pleaft  in  words. 

Pet.  Why  thou  fay' ft  true,  it  is  a  paltry  Cap, 
A  cuiUrd  Coffin,  a  Bauble,  a  lilken  Pie, 
I  love  thee  well  in  that  thou  iife'ft  it  not. 


Katb, 
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Kath.  Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  I  like  the  Cap, 
And  it  I  will  have,  or  I  will  have  none. 

Pet.  Thy  Gown?  why  ay;  come,  Taylor,  let  us  fce't. 

0  mercy  Heav'n,  what  masking  Stuff  is  here  ? 
What  ?  this  a  Sleeve  ?  'tis  like  a  Demi-cannon  ; 
W  hat,  up  and  down  carv'd  like  an  Apple-Tart  ? 
Here's fnip,  and  nip,  and  cut,  and  flifli,  and  flalh, 
Tike  to  a  Cenfer  in  a  Barber's  Shop  : 

Why  what  a  Devil's  name,  Taylor,  call" ft  thou  this  P 
Her.  I  fee  fhe'slike  to  have  neither  Cap  nor  Gown; 
Tay.  You  bid  me  make  it  orderly  and  well, 

According  to  the  Fafhion  ofthe  Time. 

Pet  Marry  and  did  :  Bat  if  you  be  remembred, 

1  did  not  bid  you  marr  it  to  the  Time. 
Co  hop  me  over  every  Ivenrei  home, 

For  you  fliall  hop  without  my  Cuftom,  Sir  ; 
^llnoneof  it;  hence,  make  your  bed  of  it. 

Katb.  I  never faw  abetter  fafhion'd  Gown, 
More  queirt,  more  p!eafing,  nor  more  commendable  : 
Belike  you  mean  to  make  a  Puppet  of  me. 

Pet.  Why  true,  he  means  to  make  a  Puppet  of  thee. 

Tay.  She  fays  your  Worlhip  means  to  make  a  Fuppet 
of  her. 

Pet.  Oh  mod  monftrous  Arrogance  ! 
Thculyeft,  thou.Thread,  thou  Thimble, 
Thou  Yard,  three  Quarters,  half  Yard,  Quarter,  Kail, 
Thou  flea,  thou  Nit,  thou  winter  Cricket  thou! 
Erav'd  in  mine  own  Hcule  with  a  Skein  of  Thread  ! 
Away,  thcu  Rag,  thou  Quantity,  thou  Remnant, 
Or  1  fhal!  lo  be- mete  thee  with  thy  Yard, 
As  thou  fhak  think  on  prating  whilft  thou  liv/ft  : 
I  telftheel,  that  thou  haft  marr'd  her  Gowr.. 

Tay.  Your  VS  orihip  is  deceived,  the  Gown  is  made 
Juil:  as  my  Mafter  had  Dire&ion. 
Grumi;  gave  Order  how  it  fliould  be  done : 

Gru.  1  gave  him  no  Order,  I  gave  him  the  Stuff. 

Tay.  But  how  did  you  defire  it  fhculd  be  made? 

Gru.  Marry,  Sir,  w  ith  Needle  and  Thread. 

Tay.  But  did  you  not  requeft  ro  have  it  Cut  ? 

Gru.  Thou  haft  fae'd  many  things. 

Taj. 
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Taj.  I  have. 

Gru.  Face  not  me:  Thou  had  brav'd  many  Men,  brave 
rot  me;  I  will  neither  be  fae'd  nor  brav'd.  I  fay  ttnto 
thee,  I  bid  thy  Mailer  cut  out  the  Gown;  hut  I  did  not 
bid  him  cut  it  to  pieces.    Mtgo  thou  Heft. 

Toy.  Why  here  is  a  note  of  the  Fafhion  to  tetlifie. 

Pet.  Rend  it. 

Gru.  The  Note  lies  in's  Throat,  if  he  fay  I  did  To. 

lay.  Imprimis,  a  loole  bodied  Gown. 

Gru.  Mailer,  If  ever  I  laid  loofe-bodied  Gown,  Tow 
me  in  the  Skirts  cf  it,  and  beat  me  to  Death  with  a  Bot- 
tom ot  brown  Thread  :  I  faid  a  Gown. 

Pet.  Proceed, 

Taj.  With  a  fmall  compaft  Cape. 
Gru.  I  confefs  the  Cape. 
Taj.  With  a  Trunk  Sleeve. 
Gru.  I  coniefs  two  Sleeves. 
Taj.  The  Sleeves  curieully  cut. 
Pet.  Ay,  there's  the  Viilany. 

Gru.  Error  i'th  Bill,  Sir,  Error  i'tli  Bill :  I  commanded 
the  Sleeves  Ihould  be  cut  out,  and  fow'd  up  again,  and  that 
1*11  prove  upon  thee,  tho'  thy  litt  e  Finger  be  armed  ina 
Thimble. 

Taj.  This  is  true  that  I  lay,  and  I  had  thee  In  P!a  e 
whtre,  thou  fhoulo'il  know  it 

Gru.  I  am  for  thee  ftraight :  take  thou  'the  Bill,  give 
me  thy  mete  Yard,  ard  ipare  not  me. 

H.r.  God-a-mercy,  Grumlo%  then  he.fhall  have  no  odds, 

Pet.  Well,  Sir,  in  brief  the  Gown  is  not  for  iru0. 

Gru.  You  are  i'th  right,  Sir,  'tis  for  my  Mill ref* 

Pet.  Go  take  it  up  unto  thy  Matter's  uie. 

Gru.  Villain,  not  for  thy  Life :  Take  up  my  Miftre  s  s 
Gown  for  thy  Mailer's  ule  ! 

Pet.  Why,  Sir,  what's  vcur  Conceit  in  that  ? 

Gru.  Oh,  Sir,  the  Conceit  is  deeper  than  you  chink  for  ; 
Take  up  my  Mtftrcffrt  Gown  unco  his  Mailer's  uU;  i 
Oh  fie,  fie,  iie. 

Pet.  Krtenfic,  lay  thou  wilt  fee  the  Tayloi  paick  [AfjJk* 
Go  take  it  henc^j  be  gone,  ard  lay  no  more. 

C  5  Hot. 
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Her.  Taylor,  I'll  pay  thee  for  thy  Gown  tomorrow, 
Take  no  unkindnefsof  his  halty  Words: 
Away  I  fay,  commend  me  to  thy  Mafter.     [Exit.  Tayh 

Pet.  V*  ell,  come  my  Kate,  we  will  unto  your  Father' sy 
Even  in  theie  honeft  mean  Habiliments; 
Our  Pui  fes  fhall  he  proud,  our  Garments  poor  ; 
for 'tis  the  Mind  that  makes  the  Bo^y  rich. 
Ar.d  as  the  Fun  breaks  through  the  darkeft  Clouds, 
60  Honour  peertth  in  the  meaneit  Hab't. 
V\  hat  is  the  Jay  more  precious  than  the  Lark, 
Becaufe  his  Feathers  are  more  beautiful  ? 
Or  is  the  Adder  better  than  the  Eel, 
Beeauie  his  painted  Skin  contents  the  Eye  ? 
Oh  no  goud  Kate,  neither  art  thou  the  worfe 
For  this  poor  Furniture,  and  mean  Array. 
Jr  thou  account' ft  it  Shame,  lay  it  on  me  ; 
And  therefore  FroHck,  we  will  hence forth" ith. 
To  Feait  and  Sport  us  at  thy  Fathers  Houfe* 
Go  call  my  Men,  and  let  us  ftraight  to  him, 
And  bring  our  Horfes unto  Long-Lane  end, 
There  will  we  mount,  and  thither  walk  on  Foot* 
Let's  feey  I  think  'tis  now  fome  feven  a  Clock, 
And  well  we  may  come  there  by  Dinner  time. 

Kath.  I  doaffureyou,  Sir,  'tis  al mod  two r 
And  'twill  be  Supper-time  ere  you  come  there* 

Tet.  It  (ball  be  feven  ere  I  go  toHorfc ; 
Look  w  hat  I  ipeak,  or  do,  or  think  to  do> 
You  are  (till  cro fling  it ;  Sirs,  let's  alone,  < 
I  wiil  not  go  to  da  \ ,  and  ere  I  do, 
Ie  fhall  be  what  a  Clock  1  fay  it  is. 

if.r.  V»hyfo:  this  Gallant  will  command  the  Sun. 

[Exeunt  Pet.  Kath.^Horv 
Enter  Tranio,  and  the  Pedant  drefl  like  Yincentio* 

Ira.  Sirs,  this  is  the  Houle,  pleaic  it  you  that  I  call  ? 

Fid.  Ay,  what  elfe,  and  but  I  be  deceived, 
Signior  Baptzfta  may  remember  me 
IScrTir  twenty  Years  ago  in  Gmoa. 

Ira.  W  here  we  were  Lodgers  at  the  Pegafus  : 
'Tis  well,  and  hold  your  own  in  any  cate 
With  lucb  Aufterity  as  longeth  to  a  Father# 

Enter 
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Enter  Biondello. 

Bed.  I  warrant  you:  But,  Sir,  here  comes  your  Boy  ; 
'Tweregood  he  were  ichoofd. 

Tra.  Fear  you  not  him ;  Sirrah  BiondeU:y 
Now  do  your  Duty  throughly  I  adviieyou: 
Imagine  'twere  the  right  Vlncintio. 

Bicn.  Tut,  fear  not  me. 

Tra.  But  haft  thou  done  thy  Errand  to  Baptifia  ? 

Bicn.  I  told  him  that  your  Father  was  in  Venice. 
And  that  you  look'd  for  him  in  Padua. 

Tra.  Th'art  a  tall  Fellow,  hold  thee  that  to  drink, 
Here  comes  Bapti(ia>  fet  your  Countenance,  Sir. 
Enter  Bapthla  and  Lucentio. 

Tra.  Signior  Baptifla>  you  are  happily  met  : 
Sir,  this  is  the  Gentleman  I  told  you  of ; 
I  pray  you  ftand,  good  Father,  to  me  now, 
Give  me  Bianca  for  my  Patrimony. 

Ped.  Soft,  Son.  Sir,  by  your  leave,  havingcome  to  Padu& 
To  gather  in  fome  Debts,  my  Son  Lucentio 
Made  me  acquainted  with  a  weighty  Caufe 
Of  Love  between  your  Daughter  and  himfelf: 
And  for  the  good  Report  I  bear  of  you, 
And  for  the  Love  he  beareth  to  your  Daughter* 
And  Iheto  him  ;  to  ftay  him  not  too  long, 
I  am  content  in  a  good  Father's  Care 
To  have  him  match' d,  and  if  \ou  pleafe  to  like 
No  worfe  than  f,  Sir,  upon  fome  Agreement, 
Me  fliall  you  find  moft  ready  and  mod  willing 
With  one  confent  to  have  her  fo  beflowed  : 
For  curious  I  cannot  be  with  you, 
Signior  B<*pt?Jfa>  of  whom  I  hear  fo  well. 

Bap.  Sir,  pardon  me  in  what  I  have  to  fay, 
Your  Plainnels  and  your  Shortnefs  pleafe  me  wdl: 
Right  true  it  is,  ycur  Son  Lucentio  here 
Doth  love  my  Daughter,  *and  fhe  loveth  him, 
Or  both  diffemble  deeply  their  Affections: 
And  therefore  if  you  lay  no  more  than  this,; 
That  like  a  Father  you  will  deal  with  him, 
And  pais  my  Daughter  a  fufficienc  Dowry, 
The  Match  is  made,  and  all  is  done, 

Ycwr 
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Your  Son  fhall  have  my  Daughter  with  content. 

Tra.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  where  then  you  do  know  befl 
Pe  we  afford,  and  fuch  affurance  ta'en, 
As  Hiall  with  either  Parts  Agreement  (land. 

Bap.  Not  in  my  Houfe,  Lucenih>  for  you  know 
Pitchers  have  Ears,  and  I  have  many  Servants  ? 
Eefidesold  Gremio  is  beai  kning  Rill, 
And  haply  w^e  mi^ht  be  interrupted. 

Tra.  Then  at  my  Lodging,  and  it  like  ycu,  Sir  j 
There  doth  my  Father  lye;  and  there  this  Night 
Well  pais  the  Bufinds  privately  and  well : 
Send  for  your  Daughter  by  your  Servant  here* 
My  Boy  lhall  fetch  the  Scrivener  prefently.. 
The  worft  is  this,  that  at  fo  (lender  warning, 
You  are  like  to  have  a  thin  and  (lender  Pittance. 

Bap.  It  likes  me  well, 
CambiO)  hie  you  home,  a.nd  bid  Bianca  make  her  ready 
(Iraight : 

And  if  you  will,  tell  what  hath  happen' d, 
Lucentio's  Father  is  arriv'd  \r\  Padua, 
And  how  Ihe's  like  to  be  Lucenth's  Wife. 

•Luc.  I  pray  the  Gods  Die  may  with  all  my  Heart.  \jLx+ 

Tra.  Dally  rrot  with  the  Gods,  but  get  thee  gone. 
Enter  Peter. 
Signior  Baptiflay  lhall  1  lead  the  way  ? 
Welcome!  one  Mefs  is  like  to  be  your  Cheer. 
Come,  Sir,  we  will  better  itin  Pifa. 

Bap.  I  follow  you,  [Exeunt* 
Enter  Lucentio  a#*f  Biondella. 

Bun.  Cambio. 

Luc.  What  fa^'ft  thou,  BiondeUd  ? 

Bion.  You  Taw  my  Matter  wink  and  laugh  upon  you. 

Luc.  BlondtUo,  what  of  that  ? 

Bion.  'Faith  nothing ;  but  has  left  me  here  behind  to 
expound  the  Meaning  or  Moral  of  his  Signs  and  Tokens. 

Luc.  I  pray  thee  moralize  them. 

Bion*  Then  thus,  Bapufla  is  fafe  talking  with  the  de- 
ceiving Father  of  a  deceitful  Son. 

Luc.  And  what  of  him? 
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Bicn.  His  Daughter  is  to  be  brought  by  you  to  the 
Supper. 

Lu  \  And  then  ? 

Eton.  The  old  Prieft  at  St.  Lules  Church  is  at  your 
Command  at  all  Hours, 
Luc.  And  what  of  all  this  ? 

Bicn.  I  cannot  tell,  except  they  are  bufied  about  a  coun- 
terfeit Aflurance;  take  you  AlTurance  of  her,  Cum  privi- 
lege ad  Imprimendum folum,  to  th'  Church  take  the  Prieft, 
Clarkj  and  ibme  lufficient  honeft  Witnelfes: 
If  this  be  not  that  you  look  for,  I  have  no  more  to  fay, 
But  bid  Blanca  farewel  forever  and  a  day. 

Lu:.  Hear' ft  thou,  Bionddlo? 

Bion.  I  cannot  tarry;  I  knew  a  Wench  married  in  an 
Afternoon  asfne  went  to  the  Garden  for  Pariley  to  ftufFa 
Rabit,  and  fo  may  you,  Sir:  And  fo  adieu,  Sir;  my 
Mafter  hath  appointed  me  to  go  St.  Luke's  to  bid  the 
Prieft  be  ready  to  come,  againft  you  come  with  your  Ap- 
pendix. #      ^  [Exit. 

Luc.  I  may  and  will,  if  fbe  be  fo  contented  : 
She  will  be  pleas'd,  then  wherefore  fliould  we  doubt  ? 
Hap  what  hap  may,  I'll  roundly  go  about  her  ; 
It  fhall  go  hard  it  Caw  bio  go  without  her.  [Exit* 
Enter  Petruchio,  Katharina,  and  Hortenfio. 

Tet.  Come  on  a  God's  name,  once  more  towards  our 
Father's. 

Good  Lord,  how  bright  and  goodly  fhinesthe  Moon. 

Katb.  The  Moon  the  Sun;  it  is  not  Moon-light  now* 

Vet.  I  fay  it  is  the  Moon  that  fhines  fo  bright. 

Katb*  I  know  it  is  the  Sun  that  lhinesfo  bright. 

Pet.  Now  by  my  Mother's  Son,  and  that's  my  felf> 
It  fhall  be  Moon  or  Star,  or  what  I  lift, 
Or  e'er  I  journey  to  your  Father's  Houfer 
Go  on,  and  fetch  our  Horfes  back  again. 
JEvermore  croft  and  croft,  nothing  but  croft  ! 

Hor.  Say  as  he  fays,  or  we  fliall  never  go. 

Katb.  Forward  I  pray,  fince  we  have  come  fo  far* 
And  be  it  Moon,  or  Sun,  or  what  you  pleafe  : 
And  if  you  pleafe  to  call  it  a  Rufh  Candle^ 
Henceforth  1  vow  it  fhall  be  lo  for  me, 
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Fet.  I  fay  it  is  the  Moon. 

Kath.  I  know  it  is  the  Moon* 

Pet.  Nay,  then  you  lye;  it  is  the  bleffed  Sun. 

Kath.  Then  God  be  bleft,  it  is  the  bleffed  Sun* 
But  Sun  it  is  not,  when  you  fay  it  is  not, 
And  the  Moon  changes  even  as  your  Mind. 
What  will  you  have  it  nam'd,  even  that  it  is, 
And  fa  it  Hull  be  fo,  for  Katberine. 

Hor.  Petrucbiogo  thy  way,  the  Field  is  won. 

Pet.  Well,  forward,  forward,  thus  the  Bowl  ihouldrun  ; 
And  not  unluckily  againft  the  Bias  : 
But  foft,  Company  is  coming  here. 

Enter  Vinccntio. 
Good  morrow7,  gentle  Miftrefs,  where  away?     [To  Yin. 
Tell  me,  fweet  Kate-,  and  tell  me  truly  too, 
Haft  thou  beheld  a  frefher  Gentlewoman : 
Such  war  of  white  and  red  between  her  Cheeks : 
What  Stars  do  fpangle  Heav'n  with  fuch  Beauty, 
-As  thofe  two  Eyes  become  that  heav'nly  Face  ? 
Fair  lovely  Maid,  once  more  good  day  to  thee* 
Sweet  Kate,  embrace  her  for  Beauties  fake. 

Her.  He  wilr  make  the  Man  mad  to  make  a  Woman,  of 
him. 

Kath.  Young  budding  Virgin,  fair,  and  frefbo  and  fweet, 
W7hither  away,  or  where  is  thy  Aboad  ? 
Happy  the  Parents  of  fo  fair  a  Child ; 
Happier  the  Man  when  favourable  Stars 
Allots  thee  for  his  lovely  Bedfellow. 

Pet.  Why,  how  now,  Kate,  L  hope  thou  art  not  mad  ! 
This  is  a  Man,  old,  wrinkled,  faded,  withered, 
And  not  a  Maiden,  as  thou  fay' ft  he  is. 

Kath.  Pardon,  old  Father,  my  miftaken  Eyes, 
That  have  been  fo  bedazled  with  the  Sun, 
That  every  thing  I  look  on  feemeth  green. 
Now  I  perceive  thou  art  a  reverend  Father : 
Pardon,  I  pray  thee,  for  my  mad  miftaking. 

Pet.  Do,  good  old  Grandfir,  and  withal  make  known 
Which  way  thou  travelled  ;  if  along  with  us, 
We  ihall  be  joyful  of  thy  Company. 

fin, 
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Vin.  Fair  Sir,  and  you  merry  Miftrefs, 
That  with  your  ftrange  Encounter  much  amaz'd  me : 
My  Name  is  call'd  Vincentio>  my  dwelling  P//*, 
And  bound  I  am  to  Padua>  there  co  vifit 
A  Son  of  mine,  which  long  I  have  not  feen.  , 

Pet.  V- hat  is  his  Name? 

Vra.  Zakeniti,  Gentle  Sir. 

Pet.  Happily  met,  the  happier  for  thy  Son  j 
And  now  by  Law,  as  well  as  reverend  Age> 
1  may  entitle  thee  my  loving  Father : 
The  Sifter  of  my  v  ife,  this  Gentlewoman,, 
Thy  Son  by  this  hath  married.    Wonder  not,  ' 
Nor  benotgriev  d,  flie  is  of  good  Efteem, 
Her  Dowry  wealthy,  and  of  worthy  Birth  j 
Befide,  lb  qualified,  as  may  befeem 
The  Spoufe  of  any  noble  Gentleman* 
Let  me  embrace  with  old  Vincentio-, 
And  wander  we  to  fee  thy  honed  Son, 
Who  will  of  thy  Arrival  be  full  Joyous. 

Vin.  But  is  this  true,  or  is  it  effe  your  Pleafure, 
Like  pleafant  Travellers  to  break  a  Jeft 
Upon  the  Company  you  overtake  ? 

Hor.  I  do  allure  thee,  Father,  fo  it  Is. 

Pet.  Come,  go  along,  and  fee  the  Truth  hereof. 
For  our  firft  Merriment  hath  made  thee  jealous.  [Exeunt. 

Her.  VftW  Petrucbloy  this  hath  put  me  in  Heart, 
Have  to  my  Widow,  and  if  Ihebe  fro  ward, 
Then  haft  thou  taught  Hortenfio  to  be  untoward.  [Exit* 
Enter  Biondelk),  Lucentia  and  Bianca,  Gremio  walking 
on  one  Side. 

Bion.  Softly  and  fwiftly  Sir,  for  the  Prieft  is  ready. 

Luc.  I  fly,  BimdeUoy  but  they  may  chance  to  need  thee 
at  Home,  therefore  leave  us. 

Bion.  Nay,  Faith,  Til  fee  the  Church  o'  your  Back  and 
then  come  back  to  my  Miftrefsas  foon  as  I  can.  [Exeunt* 

Gre.  I  marvel  Cambio  comes  not  all  this  while. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Katherina,  Vincentio  and  Grumio, 
with  Attendants. 

Pet.  Sir,  here's  the  Door,  this  is  Lucent  iosHoute, 
My  Father's  bears  more  towards  the  Market-Place, 
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Your  Son  fhall  have  my  Daughter  with  confent. 

Ira.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  where  then  you  do  know  beft 
EcweafEcd,  and  fuch  aflfurance  ta'en, 
As  fhall  with  either  Parts  Agreement  ftand. 

Bap.  Not  in  my  Houfe,  Lucenth>  for  you  know 
Pitchers  have  Ears,  and  I  have  many  Servants  ? 
Befidesold  Grtmlo  is  heai  kning 
And  haply  we  mi^ht  be  interrupted. 

Tra.  Then  at  my  Lodging,  and  it  like  you,  Sir  j 
There  doth  my  Father  lye ;  and  there  this  Night 
Wet]  pals  the  BuGnds  privately  and  well : 
Send  for  your  Daughter  by  your  Servant  here*. 
My  Boy  ihall  fetch  the  Scrivener  prefentlyv 
The  word  is  this,  that  at  fo  fknder  warning, 
You  are  like  to  have  a  thin  and  (lender  Pittance. 

'Sap.  It  likes  me  we!). 
Gamble- >  hie  you  home,  and  bid  Rimca  make  her  ready 
ftraight : 

And  if  you  will,  tell  what  hath  happen' d, 
Lucentio's  Father  is  arriv'd  xnTadua, 
And  how  Ihe's  like  to  be  Lttctntjp's  Wife. 

Luc.  I  pray  the  Gods  fhe  may  with  all  my  Heart.  [Jtx* 

Tra.  Dally  rrot  with  the  Gods,  but  get  thee  gone. 
Enter  Peter. 
SizpiorBaptifla,  fhall  I  lead  the  way? 
Welcome!  one  Mefs  is  like  to  be  your  Cheer* 
Come,  S1&  we  will  better  it.in  Ptja. 

Bap.  I  follow  you,  [Exeunt* 
Enter  Lucentio  d«<f  Biondella. 

Bun.  Gambio. 

Luc.  What  (ay 'ft  thou,  BiondeBo  ? 

Bion*  You  (aw  my  M alter  wink  and  laugh  upon  you. 

Luc.  BlondtUQ)  what  of  that  ? 

Bion.  'Faith  nothing;  but  has  left  me  here  behind  to 
expound  the  Meaning  or  Moral  of  his  Signs  and  Tokens. 
Luc.  I  pray  thee  moralize  them. 

Blm.  Then  thus,  Bapufla  is  fafe  talking  with  the  de- 
ceiving Father  of  a  deceitful  Son. 
Luc  And  what  of  him  ? 
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Blcn.  His  Daughter  is  to  be  brought  by  you  to  the 
Supper, 

Lu\  And  then  ? 

Bion.  The  old  Pried  at  St.  Lukes  Church  is  at  your 
Command  at  all  Hours. 
Luc.  And  what  of  all  this  ? 

Bicn.  I  cannot  tell,  except  they  are  bufied  about  a  coun- 
terfeit Afturance  ;  take  you  AfTurance  of  her,  Cum  privi- 
lege ad  Imprimendum folum,  to  th'  Church  take  the  Pried, 
Ciark^  and  lbme  fufficient  honed  Witnelfes: 
If  this  be  not  that  you  look  for,  I  have  no  more  to  fay, 
But  bid  Bianca  farewel  for  ever  and  a  day. 

Luc*  Hear'd  thou,  Biondello? 

Bion.  I  cannot  tarry;  I  knew  a  Wench  married  in  an 
Afternoon  asfne  went  to  the  Garden  for  Parfley  to  dufFa 
Rabit,  and  fo  may  you,  Sir:  And  fo  adieu,  Sir;  my 
Mader  hath  appointed  me  to  go  St.  Lukes  to  bid  the 
Pried  be  ready  to  come,  againft  you  come  with  your  Ap- 
pendix. t      ^  {Exit. 

Luc.  I  may  and  will,  if  fhe  be  fo  contented  : 
She  will  be  pleas'd,  then  wherefore  fhould  we  doubt  ? 
Hap  what  hap  may,  Til  roundly  go  about  her ; 
It  lhall  go  hard  {(Cambio  go  without  her.  [Exit* 
Enter  Petruchio,  Katharina,  tftf^Hortenfio. 

Vet.  Come  on  a  God's  name,  once  more  towards  our 
Father's. 

Good  Lord,  how  bruht  and  goodly  lhines  the  Moon. 

Katb.  The  Moon  the  Sun;  it  is  not  Moon-light  now* 

Vet.  I  fay  it  is  the  Moon  that  fhines  fo  bright. 

Katb.  I  know  it  is  the  Sun  that  ihinesfo  bright. 

Ptt.  Now  by  my  Mother's  Son,  and  that's  my  fclf> 
It  fhall  be  Moon  or  Star,  or  what  I  lid, 
Or  e'er  I  journey  to  your  Father  s  Hoafei 
Go  on,  and  fetch  our  Horfes  back  again. 
JEvermore  crod  and  crod,  nothing  but  crod  .' 

Hor.  Say  as  he  fay?,  or  we  lhall  never  go. 

Katb.  Forward  I  pray,  fince  we  have  come  fo  far* 
And  be  it  Moon,  or  Sun5  or  what  you  pleafe  : 
And  if  you  pleafe  to  call  it  aRulh  Candle^ 
Henceforth  1  vow  it  lhall  be  io  for  me, 
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Gre.  Take  heed,  Signior  Baptifta,  left  you  be  Cony- 
catch'd  in  this  Eufinefsj  I  dare  fwear  this  is  the  right 
1rincenti\ 

Ted.  Swear,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Gre.  Nay,  I  dare  not  fwear  it. 

Tra.  Then  thou  wert  beft  fay,  that  I  am  not  Zucenilc. 
Gre,  Yes,  I  know  thee  to  be  Signlor  Zucentioi 
Bap.  Away  with  the  Dotard,  to  the  Jail  with  him.  v 

Enter  Lifcentiq  and  Bianca. 
lrln.  Thus.  Strangers  may  be  hal'd  and  abus'd  ;  oh  mon- 
flrous  Villain. 

'Miofil  Oh  wre  are  fpoil'd,  and  yonder  he  is,  deny  Kim, 
forfwear  him,  or  elfe  we  are  all  undone. 

\_Exit  Biondetlo,  Tranio  a  ;id  Pedant  as  faff  as  may  be. 
Zuc.  Pardon,  fweet  Father.  [Kneeling. 
Tfth.  Lives  my  fweet  Son? 
Bion.  Pardon,  dear  Father. 

Bap.  How  haft  thou  offended?  where  is  Zucentic? 

Zuc.  Here's  Zucentio>  right  Son  to  the  right  Vinceriiic0 
That  have  by  Marriage  made  thy  Daughter  mine  : 
While  counterfeit  Suppofers  bleer'd  thine  Ey«. 

Gre,  Here's  packing  with  a  witneis  to  deceive  us  all. 

Trin.  Where  is  that  damn'd  Villain  Tranio^ 
That  fac  d  and  brav'd  me  in  this  Matter  fb  ? 

.JSap.  Why,  tell  me,  is  not  this  my  Camblo  ? 

Bian,  Cambio  is  changed  into  Zucentio. 

Zuc.  Love  wrought  thefe  Miracles.    Bianco?  s  Love 
Made  me  exchange  my  State  vtiihTranic. 
While  he  did  bear  my  Countenance  in  the  Town: 
And  happily  I  have  arriv'd  at  laft 
Unto  the  wifhed  Haven  of  my  Blifs  ; 
What  Tranio  did,  my  felf  enforced  him  to  ; 
Then  pardon  him,  fweet  Father,  for  my  Sake, 

V'm.  I'll  flit  the  Villain's  Nofe  that  would  have  fent  me 
to  the  Jail. 

Bap.  But  do  you  hear,  Sir,  have  you  married  my 
Daughter  without  asking  my  good  Will  ? 

Vin.  Fear  not,  Baptifta,  we  will  content  you,  go  to : 
but  1  will  in,  to  be  reveng'd  on  this  Villain.  [Exit. 

Bap.  And  X  to  found  the  Depth  of  this  Knavery.  [Exit. 

Zuc. 


Tfje  Taming  of  the  Shrewk  67 

Zuc.  Lock  not  pale,  Bianca,  thy  Father  will  not  frown. 

[Exeunt. 

Gre.  My  Cake  is  Dough,  bat  I'll  among  thereil, 
Out  of  Hope  of  all,  but  my  Share  of  the  Feaft.  [jExtt. 

Katb.  Husband  let's  follow,  to  fee  the  end  of  this  ado. 

Fet.  Firftkils  me,  Kate,  and  we  will. 

Katb.  W  hat,  in  the  mid  ft  of  the  Street  ? 

Fet.  What,  art  thou  sfliani'd "of  rue? 

Katb.  No,  Sir3  God  forbid  ^  but«fham*d  to  kifs- 

Pet.  Why  then  let's  Home  again:  Come,  Sirrah,  let's 
away. 

Katb.  Kay,  I  VK.il]  give  thee  a  Kifs;  now  pray  thee 
Love,  Italy. 

Fet.  Is  not  this  well  ?  Come,  my  fweet  Kate  : 
Better  once  than  never,  for  never  too  late.  [Exeunt. 


ACT   V.    SCENE.  I, 

Enter  Baptifta,  Vincentio,  Gremio,  Pedant,  Lucentio, 
Bianca,  1'ranio,  Biondello,  Petruchio,  Katharina, 
Grumio,  Hortenfio  and  Widcrv,  Iranian  Servants 
bringing  in  a  Banquet. 

Zuc.    A  T  lad,  tho' lorg,  our  jarring  Notes  agree; 

ZX,  And  time  it  is  when  raging  War  isdone^ 
To  (mile  at 'Scapes  and  Perils  over-blown. 
My  fair  Bianca,  bid  my  Father  welcome, 
Vvhile  I  with  fe If- fa  me  Rindnefs  welcome  thine  j 
Brother  FetrucbiQi  Sifter  Katharine, 
And  thou  Hcrtenfio,  with  thy  loving  Widow  ; 
Feaft  with  the  beft,  and  welcome  to  my  Houfe, 
My  Banquet  is  to  clofe  cur  Stomachs  up 
After  our  great  good  Cheer:    Pray  you  lit  down, 
For  now  we  fit  to  chat  as  well  as  eat. 

let.  Nothing  but  fit  and  fit,  and  eat  and  eat! 

Bap.  Fadua  affords  this  Kindn.  fs,  Son  Fetruchio. 

Pet.  Fadua  affords  nothing  hut  what  is  kind. 

Her.  For  both  our  Sakes  1  would  that  Word  were  true. 
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Ptt.  Now  for  my  Life  Hcrtenfio  fears  his  Widow. 
Her.  Then  never'truft  me  if  The  afeard. 
Pet.  You  are  very  fenfible,  and  yet  you  mifs  my  Senfe : 
I  mean  Hcrtenfio  is  afeard  of  you. 

tPia.  He  that  is  giddy  thinks  the  World  turns  round. 
Pet.  Roundly  replied. 
Katb.  Miftrefs,  how  mean  you  that? 
Wid.  Thus  I  conceive  by  him. 
Pet.  Conceives  by  me,  how  likes  Hcrtenfio  that? 
Hr.  My  V\  idow  fay  s,  thus  fhe  conceives  her  Tale. 
Pet.  Very  well  mended,  kifs  him  for  that,  good  Wi- 
dow. 

Kath.  He  that  is  giddy  thinks  the  WTor!d  turns  round— 
I  pray  you  tell  me  what  you  meant  by  that. 

Wid.  Your  Husband  heirg  troubled  with  a  Shrew, 
Meafure's  my  Husband's  Sorrow  by  his  Woe ; 
-And  bow  ycu  know  my  Meaning. 

Katb  A  very  mean  Meaning. 

Wi.dU  Right,  I  mean  you. 

Katb.  And  1  am  mean  indeed,  refpe&ing  you. 

Pet.  To  her,  Kate. 

Her.  To  her,  Widow. 

Pet.  A  hundred  Marks,  my  Kate  do  put  her  down. 
Her.  That's  my  Office. 

Pet.  Spcke  like  an  Officer;  ha,  to  thee  Lad. 

[prinks  to  Hortenfio. 
Sap.  How  likes  Grewic  thefe  quick  witted  Folks? 
Gre.  Believe  me,  Sir,  they  butt  Heads  together  we  1!. 
Bian.  Head,  and  but  ?m  an  haity-witted  Bodj 
Would  fay,  your  Head  and  But  were  Head  and  Horn. 
Vin.  Ay,  Miftfefi  Bride,  hath  that  awaken  d  you  ? 
Bian.  Ay,  but  not  frighted  me,  therefore  Til  lkep 
again. 

Pet.  Nay,  that  thou  fhall  not  fince  you  have  begun  : 
Have  at  you  for  a  better  Jeft  er  two. 

Bian.  Am  I  your  Bird :  I  mean  to  fhift  my  Bulk. 
And  then  purfue  me  as  you  draw  your  Bow. 
You  are  welcome  all.     [Exit  Bianca,  Kath.  and  Uridovo. 

Pet.  She  hath  prevented  me.    Here  Signior  Tranio> 
This  Bird  you  aim'd  at,  tho5  you  hit  it  not, 

There- 
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Therefore  a  Health  to  all  that  foot  and  mifs'd. 

Tra.  Oh,  Sir,  Lucentio  dipt  me  like  his  Gray-hound, 
Which  runs  himfelf,  and  catches  for  his  Mailer. 

Pet.  A  good  fwi'ft  Simile,  but  fomething  currrifti. 

Tra.  'Tiswell,  Sir,  that  you  hunted  for  your  felf: 
'Tis  thought  your  Deer  does  hold  you  at  a  Bay. 

Bap.  Oh,  oh,  Ptfruchio>  Tranio  hits  you  now, 

Luc.  I  thank  thee  for  that  Gird,  good  Tranio. 

Hor.  Confefs,  confefs,  hath  he  not  hit  you  there  ? 

Pet.  He  has  a  little  gall'd  me,  I  confefs; 
And  as  the  Jeft  did  glance  away  from  me, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  it  maim'd  you  two  outright. 

Bap.  Now  in  good  Sadnefs,  Son  Petruchioy 
I  think  thou  haft  the  verieft  Shrew  of  all. 

Pet.  Well,  I  fay  no;  and  therefore  for  Affiirance, 
Let's  each  one  fend  unto  his  Wife, 
And  he  whofe  WTife  is  moft  obedient. 
To  come  at  firft  when  he  doth  fend  for  her, 
Shall  win  the  Wager  which  we  will  propofe. 

Her.  Content,  what's  the  Wager? 

Luc.  Twenty  Crowns, 

Pet.  Twenty  Crowns ! 
I'll  venture  fo  much  on  my  Hawk  or  Hound, 
But  twenty  times  fo  much  upon  my  Wife. 

Luc.  A  hundred  then. 

Her.  Content. 

Pet.  A  match,  'tis  done, 

Hor.  Who  fliall  begin? 

Luc.  That  will  I. 
Go,  Biondelloy  bid  your  Miftrefs  come  to  me. 

Bion.  I  go.  {Exit. 

Bap.  Son,  I'll  be  your  half,  Bianca  comes. 

Luc.  Tllhave  no  halves:  Til  bear  it  all  my  felf. 
Enter  Biondello. 
How  now,  what  News  ? 

Bion.  Sir,  my  Miftrefs  fends  you  Word 
That  Iheis  bufie,  and  cannot  come. 

Pet.  How?  flie's  bufie,  and  cannot  come;  Is  that  an 
Anfwer  ? 

Gre*  Ay,  and  a  kind  one  too* 

Tray 
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Pray  God,  Sir,  your  Wife  fend  you  not  a  worfe. 

let.  I  hope  better. 
'  Hor.  Sirrah  BiosukHo,  go  and  intreat  my  Wife  to  come 
to  me  forthwith.  [£x/7  Biondello. 

Pet.  Oh  ho!  rntreather!  nay  then  (he needs muft  come. 

ff;r.  I  am  afraid,  Sir,  do  what  you  can, 
Enter  Biondello, 
Yours  will  not  be  entreated :    Now,  where's  my  Wife  ? 

Bl;n.  Shw  iays  you  have  ibme  goodly  Jeft  in  Hand, 
She  will  not  come:    She  bids  you  come  to  her. 

Vet.  Worfe  and  worie,  (lie  will  not  come  : 
Oh  vile,  intolerable,  not  to  be  indur'd : 
Sirrah  Gritm^  go  to  ycur  Miilrefs, 

Say  I  command  her  to  come  to  me.  £  Exit  Gru. 

Her.  I  know  her  anfwer. 
Pet.  What? 
Hot.  She  will  not. 

Pet.  The  fouler  Eortune  mine,  and.there'san  end. 
Enter  Katharina. 

Bap.  Now,  by  my  Hollidam,  here  comes  Katherinc* 

Katb.  What  is  your  Will,  Sir;  that  you  fend  forme  ? 

Pet.  Where  is  your  SuTcr,  and  Hcrttnfie's  W  ife  ? 

Katb.  They  lit  conferring  by  the  Parlour  Fire. 

Pei>  Go,  fetch  them  hither ;  if  they  deny  to  come, 
Swinge  me  them  foundly  forth  unto  their  Husbands: 
Away,  I  fay,  and  bring  them  hither  ftrarght.  [_Exit  Karh. 

Luc.  Here  is  a  Wonder,  if  you  talk  of  a  Wonder. 

Her-  And  fo  it  is:   I  wonder  what  it  boads. 

Pet.  Marry,  Peace  it  boads,  and  Love,  and  quiet  Lre* 
And  awful  Rule  and  right  Supremacy  r  - 
And  to  be  Ihort,  whatnot,  that's fweet  and  happy. 

Baps  Now  rair  befall  thee,,  god<J Pefrutbie* 
The  vVager  thcu  haft  won,  arid  Twill  add 
Unto  their  LoiTes  twenty  thoufand  fcrownsj 
Anothe-  Dowry  to  another  Daughter, 
For  flie  is  chang'd  asfhe  h3d  never  been. 

Pet.     ay,  I  will  win  my  Wager  better  yet, 
And  ihow  more^ig"  of  fter  Obedience. 
Her  new-buiit  Virtue  and  Obedience. 
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Enter  Katharina,  Bianca  and  IVhlw. 
See  where  flie  comes*  and  brings  your  froward  Wive* 
As  Prisoners  to  her  womanly  Perfuafions: 
Katb.:rl>>e*  that  Cap  of  yours  becomes  you  not, 
Off  with  that  Bauble,  and  throw  it  underfoot. 

QSbe  pulls  off  her  Cap  and  thrcvos  it  down. 

Wid*  Lord,  let  me  have  a  Caufe  to  figh, 
'Till  1  be  brought  to  fuch  a  filly  pafs. 

Bian.  Fie,  what  a  foolilh  Duty  call  you  this  ? 

Luc.  I  would  your  Duty  were  as  foolilh  too:' 
The  Wildom  of  your  Duty,  fair  Blanci^ 
Hath  cod:  me  an  hundred  Crowns  fince  Supper-time. 

Bran.  The  more  Fool  you  for  laying  on  my  Duty. 

Pet.  Katbsrine,  F  chargethee  tell  thele  headrtrongW  omen, 
What  Duty  they  owe  to  their  Lords  and  Husbands. 

Wid.  Come,  come,  your  mocking;  we  will  have  no* 
telling. 

Pet.  Come  on,  I  fay,  and  firfi  begin  with  her. 
Wid.  She  fhall  not. 

Pet.  I  fay  fhe  /hall,  and  firft  begin  with  her. 

Katb.  Fie,  fie,  unknit  that  threatning  unkind  Brow, 
And  dart  not  fcornful  Glances  from  thofe  Eyes, 
To  wound  thy  Lord,  thy  King,  thy  Governor. 
It  blots  thy  Beauty,  as  Frofts  bite  the  Meads, 
Confounds  thy  Fame,  as  Whirlwinds  fhake  fair  Buds 
And  in  no  Senfe  is  meet  or  amiable.  • 
A  Woman  mov'd  is  like  a  Fountain  troubled, 
Muddy,  ill  feeming,  thick,  bereft  of  Beauty- 
And  while  it  is  fo,  none  fo  dry  or  thirfty  * 
'Will  dain  to  fip,  or  touch  a  drop  of  it. 
Thy  Husband  is  thy  Lord,  thy  Life,  thy  Keeper, 
Thy  Head,  thy  Sovereign;  one  that  cares  for  thee 
And  for  thy  Maintenance :    Commits  his  Body 
To  painful  Labour,  both  by  Sea  and  Land  ; 
To  watch  the  Night  in  Storms,  the  Day  in  Cold;, 
While  thou  ly'ft  warm  at  home,  fecure  and  fafe, 
And  craves  no  other  Tribute  at  thy  Hands, 
But  Love,  fair  Looks,  and  true  Obedience; 
Too  little  Payment  for  fo  great  a  Debt. 
Such  Duty  as  the  Subjeft  owes  the  Prince, 
Even  fuch  a  Woman  oweth  to  her  Husband : 

And 
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And  when  (he  is  froward,  peevifh,  fuller,  fower, 
And  not  obedient  to  hishoneft  Will: 
What  is  ftie but  afoul  contending  Rebel, 
And  gracelefs  Traitor  to  her  loving  Lord  ? 
I  am  afliam'd  that  Women  are  fo  iimple, 
•'To  offer  War  where  they  fhould  kneel  for  peace; 
Orfeekfor  Rule,  Supremacy,  and  Sway, 
When  they  are  bound  to  fcrve,  love,  and  obey. 
Why  are  our  Bodies  foft,  and  weak  and  fmooth, 
Ufiapt  to  toil  and  trouble  in  the  World, 
But  that  our  foft  Conditions,  and  our  Hearts, 
Should  well  agree  with  our  external  Parts? 
Come,  come,  you're  froward  and  unable  WTorms, 
"My  Mind  h3th  been  asWg  as  one  of  yours, 
My  Heart  is  great,  my  Rrafon  haply  more, 
To  bandy  Word  for  Word,  and  Frown  for  Frown ; 
But  now  I  fee  our  Launces  are  but  Straws, 
Our  Strength  is  weak,  our  Weaknefs  pad  compare, 
That  feeming  to  be  mod,  which  we  indeed  lead  are. 
Then  vale  }  our  Stomachs,  for  it  is  no  Boot, 
And  place  your  Hands  below  your  Husband's  Foot : 
In  token  of  which  Duty,  if  he  pleafe, 
My  Hand  is  ready,  may  it  do  him  Eafe. 

Pet.  Why,  there's  a  Wench:   Come  on,  and  kifs 
Kate. 

Luc.  W7ell,  .go  thy  ways,  old  Lad,  for  thou  fhaltha't. 

V'tn.  'Tis  a  good  Hearing  when  Children  are  toward* 

Luc.  But  a  harfh  Hearing  when  W7omen  are  froward. 

Pet.  Come,  Kate,  we'll  to  Bed,'?  *G 
We  two  are  married,  but  you  twoarefped. 
Twas  I  won  the  Wager,  ttto'  you  hit  the  White, 
And  being  a  Winner,  God  give  you  good  Night. 

[_ExH  J^etruchio  and  Katli^ 

Her.  Now  go  thy  Ways,  thou  haft  tam'd  a  curd  Shrew. 

Luc.  'Tis  a  Wonder,  by  your  leave,  die  will  be  tam'd  fo. 


F  I  N  I  S. 
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